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Compliments   of 


AUjambra 


(ttanfoy 


Storea 


WHITNEY  STORES  CO. 

1533   Hancock   Street,  QUINCY,    MASS. 

Variety  Store 


BEST  LINE  OF 

TOYS,   DOLLS,  GAMES, 

TREE  ORNAMENTS.  Etc. 
In  the  City,  from    Ic  to  $5.00 


Select  Your  Gifts  from  Over  Two  Thousand 
Different  Articles 


EVERYTHING    :    :    : 

THAT  GOES  TO  MAKE  UP  A 

Good  Pharmacy 

May  be  found  at 

CHARLES  H.   BROOKS 

Cor  Newport  Avenue  and  Beale  Street 
WOLLASTON 


Don't  Miss  Our  4th  Anniversary  Sale 
Starting  Tuesday,  Jan.  3,    1921 

A  GOOD  STORE  in  a  GOOD  TOWN 


—  TIME  — 
To  Think  About  Christmas 


Just   a   Few   Suggestions: 

SLIPPERS 

HOSIERY 

MOCCASINS 

SPATS 

OVER-SHOES 

RUBBERS 

RUBBER  BOOTS 

Let  us  show  you  some  REAL  SHOES  in  the 
Most  Popular  Styles,   Reasonably  Priced 


Smalley-Terhune  Shoe  Company 

Opposite  the  Station 

WOLLASTON,  MASS. 


CAFARELLA  BROS. 

MEATS,    PROVISIONS    AND    FRUITS 
83  NEWBURY  AVENUE 
ATLANTIC,  MASS. 

Tel.  Granite  2368 


GREENLEAF 
CONFECTIONERY  STORE 

High  Grade  Home  Made 

CANDIES,  BON  BONS  and  ICE  CREAM 

14-15    Hancock   Street,  Quincy,    Mass. 

T.  H.  ANASTOS,  Prop.  Telephone  Connection 


J.  SZATHMARY 

Millinery,   Ladies'   Suits, 

Dresses,    Shirtwaists,    Skirts, 

Furs   and   Fur   Coats 
1447  HANCOCK  STREET,  QUINCY 

Phone  Quincy  1790 


Compliments  of 


P.  J.  DODD 


American  and  Chinese  Restaurant 

1514  Hancock  Street 
Quincy,  Mass. 

—  AMERICAN  AND  CHINESE  FOODS  — 

SPECIAL  DINNER   -      -      -     11  to  2 
SPECIAL  SUPPER    -      -      -       5  to  8 


Tel.  Granite  1434-J 


OPEN  11  TO  MIDNIGHT 


ATLANTIC  DRUG  CO. 


S.  W.  YOUNG,  Reg.  Ph. 


68   NEWBURY  AVENUE, 


ATLANTIC,  MASS. 


NORTHEASTERN     COLLEGE 
SCHOOL   OF   ENGINEERING 


COURSES  OFFERED: 

The  School  of  Engineering,  Northeastern  College,  offers  four-year 
college  courses  of  study,  in  co-operation  with  engineering  firms,  in  the 
following  branches  of  engineering,  leading  to  the  Bachelor's  degree: 

1 .  Civil   Engineering 

2.  Mechanical   Engineering 

3.  Electrical   Engineering 

4.  Chemical   Engineering 

5.  Administrative   Engineering 

REQUIREMENTS  FOR  ADMISSION: 

Graduates  of  the  Quincy  High  School  who  have  included  Algebra 
to  Quadratics  and  Plane  Geometry  in  their  courses  of  study  are  admitted 
without  examination. 

EARNINGS: 

The  earnings  of  the  students  for  their  services  with  co-operating 
firms  vary  from  $250  to  $600  per  year. 

APPLICATION: 

An  application  blank  will  be  found  inside  the  back  cover  of  the 
catalog.  Copies  will  also  be  mailed  upon  request.  These  should  be 
forwarded  to  the  school  at  an  early  date. 

For  a  catalog  or  any  further  information  in  regard  to  the  school, 
address 

CARL  S.  ELL,  Dean, 

School  of  Engineering,  Northeastern  College, 

Boston  1  7,  Mass. 


Coal  Coal 

ORDER  YOUR  WINTER'S  SUPPLY  FROM 

GrossiTjap  Coal  Co.,  lrjc. 

1 30   Granite  Street,    Quincy,    Mass. 

Telephone  Granite  2843 

WE  CARRY  THE  GENUINE  FRANKLIN  COAL 

Quality      ::      ::     Service 

The  place  where  U  got  the  Do-nuts 


Gu&y's  Sy?tsrn  BaKery 

Tel.    Granite    1430-W 

If  you  want  to 
PATRONIZE  A  QUINCY  FIRM,   A  QUINCY  MAN, 
:  :  WITH  QUINCY  AS  HIS  FIRST  AIM,  GO  TO   : 


FOY'J 

Remember — Christmas  is  Coming 


AVoorbczid's  Sboe  Store 

1547  HANCOCK  STREET 

WHATEVER  YOUR 

WALK-IN-LIFE 

MAY  BE 

HERE  YOU'LL  FIND  SHOES  CREATED 

FOR    THAT    PARTICULAR    PURPOSE 
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CHRISTMAS ! 

How  much  does  Christmas  mean  to 
you?  Does  it  mean  a  time  only  for  en- 
joyment and  revelry?  Stop  and  think. 
On  this  day  Jesus  Christ  was  born,  there- 
fore we  should  regard  the  day  with  due 
reverence.  We  should  take  a  little  time, 
at  least,  to  thank  our  Saviour  for  our 
good  fortunes  at  the  present  time.  There 
are  many  things  to  be  thankful  for  and 
few  to  grumble  about.  So,  when  the 
Christmas  vacation  comes  and  you  look 
forward  to  the  pleasures  you  expect  to 
experience  try  to  bear  the  significance  of 
this  sacred  day  in  mind. 


CONGRATULATIONS 

Congratulations  are  due  the  girls  of 
the  school  for  the  excellent  way  in  which 
they  responded  to  the  plea  for  "mid- 
dies" and  "low  heels."  It  is  pleasing  to 
see  them  adopt  such  a  sensible  and  in- 
expensive mode  of  dressing.  Although 
there  are  some  who  have  not  responded 
to  the  proposition,  the  majority  greeted 
it  with  enthusiasm.  Keep  it  up  girls, 
you  have  the  idea. 


BEFORE,  DURING,  AND  AFTER 
THE  GAME 

What  is  more  interesting  and  exciting 
than  to  witness  a  good  football  game? 
Yet,  why  is  it  that  we  have  so  many 
"joy-killers,"  pessimists  and  poor  sports 
in  the  crowd  gathered  at  the  games  ?  The 
unsportsmanlike  conduct  which  is  dis- 
played at  many  of  our  games,  perhaps 
by  only  a  few  of  the  onlookers,  greatly 
detracts  from  the  reputation  of  the 
school,  but  can  easily  be  overcome  if  ev- 
eryone "pulls  together." 

Before  the  game,  often  unnecessary, 
disagreeable  discourse  is  carried  on  with 
the  visiting  team  which  gives  an  unfav- 
orable impression  of  the  pupils  of  each 
school. 

During  the  game,  be  satisfied  with 
your  team.  Do  not  make  yourself  con- 
spicuous by  loudly  voicing  your  opin- 
ions, regarding  the  remarkable  plays  you 
would  make  were  you  on  the  field.     Re- 
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member  that  you  have  sent  the  players 
onto  the  field,  trusting  that  they  will  do 
their  best  to  win  the  game,  although  at 
times  you  think  you  could  do  much  bet- 
ter were  you  in  their  places.  Bear  in 
mind  the  fact  that  they,  no  doubt,  know  a 
great  deal  more  of  the  game  than  you 
do.  One  can  easily  detect  this  type  of 
pupils.  What,  then,  is  one's  opinion, 
when,  the  other  side  being  penalized, 
loud  cheering  and  exultations  come  from 
their  delighted  adherents,  or  when,  the 
referee  makes  what  they  consider  an  un- 
just decision,  several,  perhaps  the  ma- 
jority, shout  angrily  and  hiss  at  him? 
Remember  that  the  referee  is  there  to  do 
that  which  he  thinks  is  just  and  that 
his  decision  must  be  accepted  or  the 
game  forfeited.  You  are  all  acquainted 
with  the  many  similar  instances  which 
arise. 

As  to  the  aftermath  of  the  game,  if 
you  are  on  the  losing  side,  do  you  find 
great  satisfaction  in  drawing  the  con- 
clusion that  the  teams  were  not  well 
matched  and  that  it  was  an  unfair  game 
in  every  way?  Or  if  you  are  the  win- 
ners, is  it  necessary  to  advertise  your 
ideas  of  the  inability  of  the  losing  team ! 

Draw  your  own  conclusions. 

Then  here's  to  an  interested,  enthu- 
siastic, cheering  crowd,  cheering  the 
team  and  the  school  on  to  victory  and  a 
good  reputation. 

Emily  Boskan. 


SHORT  STORY  CONTEST 

Considerable  interest  has  been  shown 
by  the  pupils  of  the  school  in  the  Boston 
Traveler  Short  Story  Contest.  The  fifty 
dollar  prize  offered  for  the  best  story 
has  been  the  incentive  for  the  efforts 
of  the  would-be  authors.  The  English 
teachers  should  greet  this  contest  with 
joy  for  they  well  know  how  hard  it  is 
to  make  the  students  produce  such  ma- 
terial. 


THE  ADVANTAGE  OF  TWO 
EDITORIAL  STAFFS 

For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  the 
school,  the  Golden  Rod  has  two  editorial 
staffs  working  in  the  same  year.  The 
advantages  of  this  method  are  numerous. 


It  lessens  the  work  of  both  sets  of  edi- 
tors, thus  giving  the  senior  staff  more 
time  to  put  on  the  big  number  of  the 
year,  the  Senior  number.  This  year  the 
September  1922  staff  is  editing  the  first 
and  last  numbers,  while  the  February 
1923  staff  is  taking  the  other  two  num- 
bers. Next  year  we  will,  therefore,  have 
an  experienced  staff  ready  to  go  to  work 
immediately.  The  members  of  the  two 
staffs  aid  each  other,  that  is,  all  the  ma- 
terial received  by  one  staff  will  be 
turned  over  to  the  staff  taking  the  next 
number.  For  example,  all  the  material 
received  by  the  February  1923  staff  will 
be  turned  over  to  the  September  1922 
staff  for  the  first  copy.  On  the  second 
number,  the  September  1922  staff  will 
turn  all  its  energies  to  helping  its  supple- 
mentary staff.  Also,  two  staffs  means 
that  twice  as  many  editors  will  be  on 
the  alert  throughout  the  school  for  prom- 
ising material.  The  introduction  of  the 
two-classes-a-year  method  has  certainly 
been  fortunate  for  the  editors  of  the 
school  paper,  at  least. 


MONDAY  MORNING 
ASSEMBLIES 

Last  year  several  divisions  hit  upon 
the  idea  of  being  responsible  for  a  speak- 
er at  a  Mondav  morning  assembly.  Rep- 
resentatives were  elected  to  look  up  and 
obtain  some  prominent  person  to  speak 
to  the  school  on  some  worth-while  sub- 
ject. The  idea  proved  to  be  a  success, 
and  the  speakers  were  greeted  with  com- 
mendable enthusiasm.  So  far  this  year 
nothing  has  been  done  to  continue  the 
excellent  work.  It  remains  for  some 
"line"  classman  to  start  the  ball  rolling. 
Come,  Seniors !    This  is  your  job ! 


THINK  IT  OVER 

On  my  way  to  school  the  other  day  I 
saw  a  former  classmate  driving  a  huge 
delivery  wagon  up  the  street.  I  got  to 
thinking  and  I  realized  how  fortunate  I 
was  in  being  able  to  go  to  school.  He 
had  left  school  and  its  opportunities  to 
take  a  job  driving  a  delivery  wagon!  If 
you  are  contemplating  leaving  school, 
think  first  of  the  benefits  you  will  de- 
rive therefrom.    Then  ponder  the  advan- 
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tages  of  school  education  and  compare 
both.  You  will  find  that  education  over- 
balances a  delivery  wagon  job  every 
time.  Before  you  decide  to  leave  school 
think  the  matter  over  seriously  and  with 
due  consideration. 


COLLEGE  ENTRANCE  EXAMINA- 
TIONS 

It  is  well  known  that  the  College  En- 
trance Examinations  last  spring  were  a 
distinct  disappointment  to  Mr.  Collins 
and  the  faculty.  While  a  few  passed 
with  high  results,  the  majority  of  marks 
were  not  very  satisfactory.  This  year 
the  exams  are  expected  to  be  much  more 
difficult  than  those  in  preceding  years. 
Pupils  wishing  to  pass  them  will  either 
have  to  put  more  vim  into  the  prepara- 
tions or  come  back  to  school  for  another 
year.  It  is  up  to  the  pupils  to  maintain 
the  high  standard  of  study  which  has 
been  set  in  previous  years.  The  school 
is  proud  of  its  graduates,  for  they  have 
shown  that  they  have  the  "goods."  It 
is  our  job  to  follow  their  example  and 
continue  to  uphold  the  school  prestige. 


SCHOLARSHIPS 

Attention  should  be  called  to  the  fact 
that  several  excellent  scholarships  are 
offered  this  year  to  pupils  maintaining  a 
high  grade  of  study  for  the  four  years. 

Locally,  there  are  the  scholarships  that 
the  Wollaston  Women's  Club  offer.  One 
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is  restricted  to  the  girls  of  Wollaston, 
while  the  other  is  for  the  girls  of 
Ouincy.  Both  scholarships  amount  to 
$125  apiece. 

Then  there  is  the  Harvard  Club 
scholarship  which  averages  about  $200. 
To  receive  this  prize  is  one  of  the  highest 
honors  a  student  can  attain. 

The  Price  Greenleaf  Aid  is  another 
fine  scholarship  which,  in  previous  years, 
has  amounted  to  $350.  This  is  awarded 
to  worthy  pupils  maintaining  a  high 
grade  of  study. 


SCHOOL  NEWS 

DEBATING  SOCIETY 

The  Debating  Society  is  starting  on 
its  eighth  year,  and,  under  the  careful 
guidance  of  Mr.  Jewell,  is  expecting  an- 
other successful  one.  Although  the  mem- 
bership this  year  is  unusually  small,  the 
society  is  always  on  the  lookout  for  boys 
interested  in  this  work.  So  far  this 
year,  there  have  been  but  three  meetings. 
However,  Mr.  Jewell  is  planning  on  sev- 
eral inter-scholastic  debates  to  take  place 
in  the  school  year.  Remember,  it  is  just 
as  much  an  honor  to  represent  your 
school  in  a  debate  as  in  a  football  game. 
It's  up  to  you,  students  of  Quincy  High, 
to  support  your  Debating  Society! 

The  following  were  elected  as  officers 
for  the  school : 

President  Hyman  Richman 

Vice  President  Donald  Cummings 

Secretary  Joseph  Thomas 

Treasurer  George  Crotty 

Ass't  Sec.  &  Treas  Richard  Crosscup 


THALIA  CLUB 


The  Thalia  Club  held  its  first  meeting 
September  29th  with  Miss  Currier  as 
as  moderator.  The  following  members 
were  elected   as   officers   for  the  school 


year: 

President 

Vice  President 

Secretary 

Treasurer 

Chairman  of  Dramatic 

Chairman  of  Literary 

Chairman  of  Outdoor 


Jeanie  Brown 

Helen  Campbell 

Ethel  Wiley 

Elizabeth  Brown 

Committee 

Doris  Currier 
Committee 

Dorothy  Locke 
Committee 
Harriet  Palmer 
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Fifteen  Junior  girls  were  elected  to 
become  members  of  the  Club.  Miss  Zel- 
ler, who  has  spent  the  summer  in  Spain, 
gave  an  interesting  talk  about  that  coun- 
try, which  was  enjoyed  very  much.  She 
spoke  of  the  queer  customs  of  the  Span- 
ish people,  and  the  unusual  way  jn 
which  the  young  girls  were  dressed.  An 
hour  slipped  by  unnoticed,  and  she  had 
to  stop  and  run  for  her  train ! 

An  initiation  party  was  given  on  Octo- 
ber 26th,  and  the  entering  Juniors  "rode 
the  goat."  Each  girl  shook  hands  with 
a  Senior  with  a  wet  glove,  and  had  the 
choice  of  eating  a  fish's  eye  or  a  worm. 
Hallowe'en  refreshments,  consisting  of 
cider,  doughnuts  and  big  red  apples  were 
served,  and  at  five  o'clock,  everyone  de- 
parted, declaring  the  party  a  great  suc- 
cess. 


SPANISH  CLUB 

A  new  club  has  been  formed  at  Quincy 
High  this  year  when  the  members  of 
Miss  Zeller's  second  year  class  of  Span- 
ish decided  to  have  a  club  to  take  the 
place  of  a  third  year  of  Spanish.  Meet- 
ings are  held  every  Wednesday  after- 
noon in  Room  20  with  Miss  Zeller  as 
chairman.  The  following  were  elected 
as  officers  for  the  school  year: 
President  Miss  Zeller 

Vice  President  Wesley  Archibald 

Secretary  Elizabeth  Sweeney 

Treasurer  Anne  Barr 

On  November  second,  the  Club  held 
its  first  social  affair.     A  pleasing  enter- 


tainment by  Miss  Mildred  Montgomery 
was  followed  by  dancing  and  refresh- 
ments. .  All  left  at  five  o'clock,  declaring 
the  party  a  great  success. 

LATIN  CLUB 

The  Latin  Club  was  reorganized  this 
year  under  the  able  direction  of  Mr. 
Jewell.  The  first  meeting  was  held  on 
November  10,  and  temporary  officers 
were  elected.  This  club  was  disor- 
ganized last  year,  but  through  the  efforts 
of  some  of  the  old  members,  it  was  start- 
ed again.  The  work  for  the  coming 
year  will  not  be  social,  as  the  club  was 
re-established  on  that  condition.  The 
plans  are  indefinite,  but  Mr.  Tewell 
promises  an  interesting  year. 


GLEE  CLUB 

The  Boys'  and  Girls'  Glee  Clubs  were 
organized  again  this  year  with  Miss 
Howes  as  director.  Of  the  140  girls 
who  applied  for  the  Glee  Club,  only  38 
were  selected,  while  32  boys  were  chosen 
from  65  applicants.  Miss  Howes  prom- 
ises an  interesting  program  for  the  year, 
and  Rumor  has  it  that  there  is  to  be  a 
Freshman  Girls'  Glee  Club. 
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CLASS  NEWS 

On  October  26th  the  September  1922 
class  elected  their  Golden  Rod  staff,  the 
members  of  which  will  be  found  on  the 
first  page  of  this  issue.  The  February 
1923  class  elected  the  following  for  their 
Golden  Rod  Staff: 

Editor-in-chief  Edmund  Johnson 

Literary  Editor  Eleanor  Aiken 

News  Editor  John  Reid 

Alumni  Editor  Mary  Driscoll 

Athletic  Editor  Herbert  Berman 

Exchange  Editor  Emily  Stewart 

Joke  Editor  Wayne  Belding 

Art  Editor  Gertrude  Corcoran 

On  the  Friday  preceding  Hallowe'en, 
the  Seniors  and  Juniors  held  their  annual 
Hallowe'en  dance.  There  was  a  short 
entertainment  by  members  of  the  school 
including  several  X|ylophone  selections 
by  Fred  Smyth,  vocal  solos  by  George 
Laing,  fancy  dancing  by  Eleanor  Rich 
and  readings  by  Miss  Madeline  Borden, 
after  which  everyone  retired  to  the  gym 
where  dancing  and  refreshments  were 
enjoyed. 


SCHOOL  UNIFORM 

On  November  1st,  the  majority  of  the 
girls  showed  their  school  spirit  by  wear- 
ing the  uniform  of  sensible  dress  that 
was  decided  upon  last  June.  How  this 
plan  is  going  to  work  out,  we  cannot 
tell  now.  It  remains  to  be  seen  what 
kind  of  "school  spirit"  we  have  in  Quin- 
cy  High! 

ORCHESTRA 
Most   of  the  remaining  school  musi- 
cians have  again  formed  the  High  School 
Orchestra  with  Miss  Howes  as  director. 
The  members  are: 
Piano — Phyllis     Mossman     and     Elinor 

Spear 
Violins — Parker  Whittam,  Allen  Miller, 
Virginia  Smith,  Ruth  Smith,  Mildred 
McCarthy,  Morris  Burg,  Joseph  Bren- 
nan,    Virginia    Ripley,    Anne    Kapsis, 
Dorothy  Bruton,  Ruth  Andrews,  Viola 
Dunkerley,   Lillian   Bayfield,   Virginia 
Wood,  Isabel  Fritz,  Charles  Stewart. 
Viola — Hazel   Jackson 
Cornets — Gordon  Spear,  Harold  Mason, 
Houghton  Foster 


Clarinet — Ralph  Arveson 
'Cello— Alma  Scott 
Trombone — Russell  Milford 
Saxaphone — El  ford  Durgin 
Alto  Horn — Hilmer  Nelson 
Drums — Harold  Severance 

FRESHMAN  ORCHESTRA 

The    February    1925    boys   and    girls 

have    formed   the    Freshman    Orchestra 

under    the    direction    of    Miss    Tuthill. 

The  following  are  the  members : 

Piano — Isadore  Szathmary 

Violins — Jacob  Applebaum,  Muriel  Bay- 
field, Helen  Thompson,  Jack  Ainslee, 
Elma  Jackson,  Irene  Shea,  Mollie  Sil- 
verman, Anna  Smith,  William  Jones, 
George  Whittam,  Virginia  Oakes. 

Flute — Harold  Hubbard 

Clarinet — Philip  Murphy 

Cornets — Carleton  Faulds,  Jacob  Stoh- 
ler,  Henry  Jones,  Harold  Olson 

Drums — Donald  Neal 

SCHOOL  BAND 
The  success  of  the  Brass  Band  in  the 
school  parade  November  4th  for  the 
Boston  Latin  game,  has  started  an  in- 
terest in  a  regular  school  band  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  Webb.  As  yet,  there 
have  been  no  definite  plans  made,  but 
Mr.  Webb  promises  a  real  band,  worthy 
of  Quincy  High,  before  Spring! 

ASSEMBLIES 

On  Thursday,  November  10,  the  stu- 
dent body  assembled  in  the  hall,  and  a 
fitting  program  was  carried  out  in  ob- 
servance of  Armistice  Day.  An  inter- 
esting lecture,  given  by  Major  Bower 
was  much  enjoyed  by  the  school.  Major 
Bower  delivered  his  speech  in  a  very  in- 
teresting manner,  reminding  us  of  the 
great  turn  of  the  world  war  with  the 
ceasing  of  war  activities  on  November 
II,  1918,  in  memory  of  which,  Friday, 
November  11,  1921  is  declared  by  the 
President  a  national  holiday. 

On  Monday,  November  21,  Miss  Cora 
A.  Newton  of  the  State  Normal  School, 
Bridgewater,  Mass.,  gave  an  interest- 
ing talk  on  the  successful  accomplish- 
ment of  high  school  work.  She  empha- 
sized the  value  of  normal  school  train- 
ing, and  the  need  in  the  normal  schools 
of  the  best  material  developed  in  the  high 
school. 


THE  STUDENT'S  CREED 


I.  To  respect  my  teachers,  my  class- 
mates, and  myself.  To  be  fair  and  square 
with  my  classmates,  as  I  expect  them  to 
be  fair  and  square  with  me.  To  be  a 
booster,  not  a  kicker;  a  pusher,  not  a 
knocker ;  a  motor,  not  a  clog. 

II.  Not  to  expect  something  for  noth- 
ing ;  to  be  willing  to  work  for  my  marks ; 
to  do  my  work  cheerfully,  and  derive 
some  enjoyment  from  it ;  not  think  of  it 
as  drudgery  and  to  be  dreaded. 

III.  To  remember  that  my  marks  de- 
pend upon  myself,  and  myself  alone.  To 
expect  hard  lessons  and  be  able  to  work 
them  out. 


IV.  To  pay  attention  in  class  and  to 
do  my  homework  to  the  best  of  my  abil- 
ity. To  be  ever  willing  to  help  the  other 
fellow.  To  find  time  to  do  things  by 
never  wasting  time. 

V.  To  keep  my  record  clear  of  bad 
marks ;  to  do  my  work  each  day  with 
joy ;  to  welcome  every  opportunity  for 
recitation,  and  make  every  recitation 
count. 

VI.  Finally — To  get  a  good  grip  on 
the  joys  of  school  life;  not  to  be  a  slack- 
er in  class ;  to  fight  against  nothing  so 
hard  as  my  own  weak  points  in  studies, 
and  to  endeavor  to  become  a  better  scho- 
lar every  dav.    THIS  IS  MY  CREED. 

C.  Nozvell  '22. 


THE  QUEST  OF  CHING  WONG 


Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  Bohemian 
district  of  San  Francisco — far  down  one 
of  the  narrow,  crooked  lanes  of  China- 
town— there  once  lay  a  tiny  antique 
shop,  in  whose  brightly-decorated  win- 
dows, flanked  on  both  sides  by  wooden 
signboards  covered  with  Chinese  hiero- 
glyphics, one  could  see  quaintly  carved 
specimens  of  the  Oriental  art,  such  as 
jade  beads,  grinning  ebony  idols,  and 
ivory  elephants.  In  this,  however,  it  dif- 
fered little  from  the  many  other  similar 
establishments  on  the  street,  but,  whereas 
the  latter  did  very  little  business,  this 
particular  shop  appeared  to  hold  some 
special  attraction  for  purchasers,  and 
did  a  brisk  trade.  Inside  its  dark  and 
mysterious  interior,  the  proprietor,  Ching 
Wong,  shuffled  about,  busying  himself 
arranging  his  wares  and  waiting  upon 
the  many  customers  of  all  creeds,  races, 
and  color,  who  kept  the  little  door  swing- 
ing continuously  to  and  fro  in  their  quest 


for  purchase  of  the  unique. 

Ching  Wong  satisfied  the  expectations 
of  those  looking  for  Oriental  atmosphere. 
He  was  garbed  in  the  customary  gar- 
ments of  the  Chinaman — a  loose-flowing 
silk  robe,  handwoven  with  bright-colored 
birds  and  flowers,  dark  trousers,  and  a 
small,  black  skull-cap — but  something  in 
the  appearance  of  the  man  himself  was 
puzzling,  and  called  for  a  second  glance. 
For  instead  of  the  rather  wizened  face 
and  slight  stature  of  the  Easterner,  there 
was  a  face  as  smooth  and  fair  as  that 
of  a  country  youth,  and  a  figure  straight 
and  tall,  suggestive  of  athletic  or  milita- 
ry training.  His  skin  was  of  an  almond 
color,  and  the  eyebrows  had  the  charac- 
teristic peculiar  twist,  but  the  high  prom- 
inent cheek-bones  were  lacking,  and  the 
fine  gray  eyes  and  high  intelligent  fore- 
head reminded  one  more  of  the  product 
of  an  American  college  than  of  a  wily 
Oriental. 
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On  one  warm,  sunny  day  in  June, 
Ching's  usual  careful  attention  and  cour- 
tesy to  his  customers  was  noticeably  lack- 
ing. Preoccupation  and  suppressed  ea- 
gerness fairly  radiated  from  him — a 
slight,  prescient  smile  hovered  about  his 
lips,  and  his  gaze  strayed  often  to  the 
little  Mandarin  clock  above  the  counter, 
for  the  great  climax  of  his  hopes  was 
drawing  near,  and  consequently,  every 
minute  seemed  like  an  hour  to  him.  Im- 
patiently he  looked  forward  to  nightfall 
and  its  events !  Was  it  not  to  decide 
either  the  life  or  death  of  the  secret 
quest  into  which  he  had  thrown  himself, 
body  and  soul,  for  three  long,  heart- 
breaking years?  Forever,  it  seemed,  he 
had  searched  the  faces  of  countless 
thousands  in  far-off  China — searched 
until  the  hopelessness  of  it  often  tempted 
him  to  give  it  up — yet,  hoping  against 
hope,  he  had  followed  the  painful  trail 
through  all  China  and  thence  to  San 
Francisco.  And  now,  |in  the  coming 
night, — in  this  seething,  treacherous  city 
— he  was  to  realize  either  the  joyous  ful- 
fillment of  his  hopes,  or,  the  final  crush- 
ing disappointment  or  failure! 

At  last  twilight  crept  over  the  dusty, 
narrow  street.  With  the  retreating  foot- 
falls of  his  last  customer  sounding  in 
his  ears,  Ching  hastily  put  away  his  val- 
uables, and  changed  from  slippers  to 
heavier  street  shoes.  First  furtively 
looking  around,  he  opened  a  drawer 
under  the  counter,  and  quickly  slipped  a 
glittering,  dark  blue  object  into  his  left 
coat-sleeve.  Then  turning  the  key  in  the 
door,  he  went  striding  down  the  now 
almost-deserted  lane,  his  tall  figure  van- 
ishing in  the  dusk. 

The  next  few  hours  were  busy  ones 
for  Ching.  First,  there  was  a  long,  ear- 
nest conversation  over  the  telephone  with 
an  excited-voiced  young  man,  who  had 
news  for  Ching  which  brought  a  gleam 
to  his  eye  and  a  flush  to  his  cheek  which 
had  long  been  absent.  With  trembling 
hands  he  hung  up  the  receiver  and  made 
his  way  hurriedly  to  the  office  of  a 
brusque,  uniformed  individual.  The  lat- 
ter, first  turning  a  cold  ear  to  one  who 
was  a  yellow  skin  and  therefore  a  nui- 
sance, upon  hearing  the  quietly-told  sto- 
ry of  Ching,  snapped  out  a  few,  curt 
Questions,    brandished   his    arms   in   the 


air,  grew  red  in  the  face,  and  finally  fin- 
ished by  heartily  shaking  the  hand  of  his 
visitor,  leaving  therein  a  nickel-plated 
object,  of  an  appearance  familiar  to  most 
observing  Americans. 

Three  hours  later  a  tall,  muffled  fig- 
ure made  its  difficult  way  through  the 
labyrinth  of  cross-streets  and  dark  al- 
leys in  the  rear  of  a  line  of  silent,  dilap- 
idated dwellings.  Grotesque  shadow- 
shapes  from  the  street-lamps  played  over 
their  dark  surfaces,  seeming  to  accentu- 
ate the  cruelty  existing  in  their  heathen 
interior.  For  here  were  the  hornet-nests 
of  Oriental  cunning, — the  opium  dens 
and  the  headquarters  of  Buddhism !  Here 
Ching  groped  his  way,  over  fences  and 
walls,  through  narrow  alleys,  and  under 
overhanging  structures  where  he  heard 
the  low  mumble  of  the  Chinese  tongue. 

At  last  he  stood  before  a  small  door 
in  the  side  of  a  large,  dark,  forbidding- 
looking  building,  and  cautiously  stretch- 
ing forth  his  hand  in  the  darkness,  he 
tapped  lightly  three  times,  stopped,  and 
tapped  again !  Stepping  back  quickly,  he 
waited,  his  right  hand  close  to  his  left 
sleeve ! 

Slowly,  noiselessly,  the  door  slid  side- 
wise,  and  he  heard  a  low  voice  speak  in 
Chinese.  He  entered  quickly,  the  door 
closing  softly  behind  him.  As  his  eyes 
became  used  to  the  darkness,  he  dimly 
made  out  the  figure  of  a  man  who,  first 
hesitating,  now  stepped  close  to  him, 
wrung  his  hand  with  a  hard  grip,  and 
whispered  in  pure  English,  "Ching,  old 
man,  she's  here!  Do  you  get  it?  She's 
here  alive !  Lord,  man,  isn't  it  great  ? 
Was  hustled  in  a  back  door  an  hour  ago 
by  Tsintu  and  two  cut-throats.  But 
MAN,  we've  got  to  be  careful!  If  we 
are  caught  now,  it  means  begin  all  over 
again.  Come  on!"  And  he  pointed 
downward. 

Overjoyed,  Ching  stood  there  grasp- 
ing the  strong  hand  in  his.  The  tele- 
phone message  had  given  him  faint  hope, 
but  to  find  HER  here  alive,  unharmed! 
And  then  the  reaction  from  long  years 
of  suffering  flashed  through  him  in  a 
passionate  wave.  The  cowards — the 
brutes —  beasts!  He  felt  the  overpow- 
ering desire  to  throttle  these  robbers  of 
his  happiness !  At  last,  controlling  him- 
self, he  squeezed  the  hand  of  his  com- 


12 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


rade,  and  said,  slowly: 

"Tsong,  I'm  ready  for  anything!  I 
hardly  dared  hope  for  so  much,  and — 
but  you  understand !    Let's  go !" 

With  drawn  weapons,  they  stole  silent- 
ly down  a  flight  of  narrow  steps,  Tsong 
in  the  lead.  Then  after  tiptoeing  care- 
fully through  a  long,  winding  corridor, 
they  saw  far  ahead  faint  streaks  of  light, 
and  crawling  noiselessly  on  hands  and 
knees,  they  reached  a  door.  From  inside 
came  the  low  sing-song  of  conversation. 
Peering  through,  Ching  made  out  the 
forms  of  two  Chinamen  sitting  at  a  small 
table.  They  were  smoking  long  pipes 
and  mumbling  to  each  other  between  in- 
halations. One,  though  his  face  was 
certainly  not  prepossessing,  was  neat  and 
intelligent  appearing,  but  the  other  was 
positively  repulsive.  (Thing's  thoughts 
grew  bitter  when  he  thought  of  HER  in 
the  clutches  of  such  as  they.  Then  he 
heard  a  girl's  voice — HER  voice — plead- 
ing in  a  curious  mixture  of  English  and 
Chinese,  evidently  to  the  third  man.  His 
heart  leaping,  shaken  by  that  familiar 
voice,  Ohing  started  to  rise.  Then  she 
ceased  abruptly,  as  if  a  hand  had  been 
clapped  over  her  mouth,  and  there  was 
a  deep  silence ; 

Startled,  Ching  sank  to  his  knees 
again.  Tsong  stretched  forth  a  warning 
hand,  and  silently  they  waited.  Silence ! 
'Would  it  never  end?  Then  suddenly 
the  talking  continued,  but  the  girl's  voice 
was  heard  no  more.  They  retreated 
down  the  corridor.  Tsong  showed  Ching 
another  passage  leading  to  another  door 
of  the  room,  whispered  hurried  instruc- 
tions, and  took  his  former  position,  while 
Ching  commenced  the  long,  slow  crawl 
down  the  pitch-dark  hall. 

As  he  groped  his  way,  low  voices 
seemed  to  come  from  beneath,  and  laying 
his  ear  to  the  floor,  he  realized  that 
down  below  were  many  more,  ready  to 
swarm  up  at  the  slightest  sign  of  trou- 
ble. His  heart  sank !  What  chance  had 
he  of  success  against  such  odds?  Then 
be  remembered  the  gestures  of  a  certain, 
uniformed  individual,  and  making  sure 
that  the  shiny  object  was  still  in  his  pos- 
session, he  crawled  on  with  renewed  as- 
surance. At  last,  after  what  seemed 
like  an  endless  interval,  he  reached  the 
door,   heard   the    familiar   voices   again, 


and  breathlessly  awaited  the  signal.  It 
came! 

CRASH !  L  nder  the  impact  of 
Tsong's  powerful  body  the  frail  door 
burst  inward.  The  startled  Chinamen 
jumped  to  their  feet,  consternation  writ- 
ten over  their  ugly,  yellow  faces.  Then, 
fear  in  their  eyes,  they  shrank  back  be- 
fore the  cold  muzzle  of  the  automatic 
in  the  hand  of  Tsong.  At  length,  com- 
prehending the  purpose  of  that  threat- 
ening figure,  the  gaze  of  one  shifted  to 
the  golden-haired  girl  and  her  guard  in 
the  corner,  who  were  both  staring  dazed- 
ly at  Tsong. 

This  was  Ching's  opportunity! 
Throwing  wide  the  door,  he  sprang 
toward  the  girl,  who,  at  sight  of  his  tall 
figure  and  blazing  face,  stared  joyously, 
then  with  a  glad  cry  of  recognition, 
"Fred!  Oh,  Fred!",  ran  to  him,  just  es- 
caping the  clutch  of  her  captor,  who 
crept  after  her,  knife  flashing  in  his 
hand. 

Thrusting  the  police-whistle  into  her 
hand,  Ching  gasped  "Blow,  Helen ! 
Quick!"  and  turned  to  meet  the  oncom- 
ing brute.  With  a  flash  of  steel,  the 
man's  arm  rose,  and  Ching,  throwing  up 
a  protecting  arm  just  too  late,  felt  a  hot, 
piercing  flame  of  agony  pass  through 
him !  Springing  backward,  he  pressed 
the  trigger,  and  saw.  through  the  cloud 
of  smoke,  the  man's  triumphant  leer 
give  way  to  an  expression  of  utter  stu- 
pidity, and  then  fall  headlong.  With  the 
red  stain  growing  slowly  larger  on  his 
coat-front,  Ching  grasped  the  horror- 
stricken  girl  and  started  for  the  door. 

Meanwhile  Tsong,  unable  to  interfere, 
had  forced  the  two  into  a  corner  face- 
first  and  hands  held  high,  and  keeping 
the  blue  barrel  unwaveringly  fixed  on 
them,  listened  grimly  to  the  brief  strug- 
gle behind  him.  Then  he  muttered  hur- 
riedly : 

"Ching,  get  out  of  here  quick!  That 
crowd  will.be  up  here  any  minute  now. 
Here  they  come!  Blow  that  whistle 
again.  Where  in  the  devil  are  the  police 
anyway?  Hurry  up,  now,  and  never 
mind  me !  First  door  to  the  right,  sec- 
ond to  the  left.     Hurry!" 

Taking  the  whistle  from  the  white- 
faced  woman  at  his  side,  Ching  blew. 
Faintly,  above  the  sound  of  running  feet 
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below,  came  the  answering  blast  from 
the  street  outside,  and  then  the  clang  of 
a  bell!  Help  was  near!  The  Captain 
had  kept  his  word! 

Then  they  heard  the  clump  of  many 
feet  coming  down  the  corridor,  and  put- 
ting his  arm  around  his  companion,  who 
had  been  trying  to  staunch  his  wound 
with  her  handkerchief,  Ching  eagerly  led 
her  to  the  door.  Then  they  stopped 
short,  terror-stricken,  for  down  the  dark 
passage  came  a  jabbering  mob  of  dirty 
Chinamen,  each  brandishing  a  murderous 
knife. 

Into  the  room  they  rushed,  a  motley, 
vicious  crowd ;  then  hesitated,  surprised, 
their  shifty  eyes  blinking  in  the  sudden 
light,  and  gazed  wonderingly  at  the  star- 
tled, dismayed  faces  of  Tsong,  Ching 
and  Helen.  With  two,  swift  strides 
Tsong  sprang  to  the  side  of  Ching. 
Then,  guns  in  hand,  they  stepped  before 
Helen  and  turned  desperately  to  face 
this  new  crisis. 

The  jabbering  men  at  the  door,  urged 
into  action  by  the  vociferous  exhortations 
of  the  released  men,  and  angered  by  the 
still  form  on  the  floor,  turned  their  eyes 
menacingly  on  the  tense  figures  before 
the  girl,  and  suddenly  bursting  out  into 
fierce  cries,  swept  down  upon  the  grim- 
faced  Tsong  and  Ching. 

Simultaneously  from  the  two  guns, 
there  burst  a  roar  and  sheet  of  flame, 
and  two  of  the  foremost  went  down, 
choking  and  gasping!  But  now  the 
three  were  enveloped  by  the  fighting, 
straining  heathens ;  Helen  was  torn  from 
Ching,  and  he  found  himself  clawing, 
fighting,  hammering  with  the  butt  of  the 
automatic,  straining  to  keep  those  flash- 
ing knives  from  burying  themselves  in 
his  flesh ! 

But  hark!  Down  the  corridor  came 
the  sound  of  heavy  feet.  Hoarse  shouts 
of  encouragement  reached  his  ears,  and 
into  the  room  rushed  a  squad  of  eager, 
husky  blue-coated  men! 

"Give  it  to  'em,  me  byes !"  "That  for 
ye,  ye  spalpeen !" 

With  shouts  of  glee,  they  sprang  into 
the  swaying  mob,  shiny  clubs  swinging 
right  and  left. 

Ching  gave  one  last  smash  into  the 
sweating,  yellow  face  before  him,  then, 
weak  and  faint  from  loss  of  blood,  he 


swayed,  the  world  swam  before  his  eyes, 
and  he  knew  no  more. 

Then  followed  long  weeks  in  the  hos- 
pital— anxious  weeks  for  a  golden-haired 
girl  and  a  much-bandaged  young  man, 
who  called  daily.  Sitting  beside  the  bed- 
side of  the  delirious,  fever-stricken 
Ching,  they  heard  that  which  made  the 
eyes  of  Tsong  grow  moist,  and  which 
brought  to  the  anxious  face  of  the  other 
an  infinite  tenderness  and  yearning,  and 
caused  her  to  turn  away  to  hide  tear- 
dimmed  eyes.  Then  convalescence,  and 
finally  the  glad  day  when  Ching,  with 
joy  in  his  heart  and  a  happy,  blushing 
maiden  by  his  side  stood  on  the  rear  plat- 
form of  the  Limited  bound  for  the  East. 
With  them  was  a  handsome,  laughing 
young  man,  whom  she  addressed  as  Bro- 
ther Bill.  Together  they  musingly 
watched  the  spires  of  the  city  of  the 
Golden-Gate  fade  away  in  the  distance. 
Gone  were  the  hated  Chinese  garments 
of  both  men — gone  the  almond  color  and 
twist  of  the  eyebrows,  for  Ching  and 
Tsong  were  no  more.  Frederick  Rol- 
lins, star  athlete  and  graduate  of  Har- 
vard was  bound  for  home  with  the  glad 
news  of  the  rescue  of  his  fiancee,  Helen 
Stoddard.  She  had  been  kidnapped  by 
an  outcast  Chinese  nobleman  and  his  bri- 
gands while  traveling  through  'China 
three  years  before,  and  had  been  held, 
unharmed,  while  negotiating  for  a  ran- 
som with  her  parents.  Then,  forced  to 
flee  with  her  to  San  Francisco  by  the 
persistence  of  the  disguised  Fred  and  her 
brother  Bill,  who  kept  up  the  long,  al- 
most hopeless  search  against  all  odds, 
they  were  finally  trapped  in  a  den  of  the 
underworld,  as  we  have  seen. 

With  light  of  the  setting  sun  shining 
into  their  happy  faces,  and  the  steady 
hum  and  clicking  of  the  wheels  upon 
the  rails  beneath  singing  its  song  of  joy- 
ful home-coming,  Fred  gazed  down  into 
the  adoring  eyes  of  his  golden-haired 
girl, — forgot  the  long  years  of  pain  in 
the  sad  life  of  Ching — and  reaching  hun- 
grily for  the  warm,  red  lips  so  close  to 
his  own,  he  found  peace  and  happiness 
in  its  fullest  measure. 

Merrill  C.  Orsivell. 
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NEVER  AGAIN 

"Hi,  you  young  varmints,  clear  out  of 
here  or  I'll  have  the  law  on  ye,"  yelled 
Farmer  Richards,  as  he  scrambled  over 
the  high  stone  wall  and  made  for  the 
apple  tree,  where  Sam  Jones  and  Dick 
Smith  were  perched  calmly  eating  the 
juicy  fruit. 

"All  right,  Mir.  Richards,  we'll  be 
down  in  a  jiffy,"  replied  Sam,  as  he  slid 
to  the  ground,  with  Dick  a  close  second. 

"I'll  larn  ye  to  steal  my  apples,  you 
young  rascals,"  cried  the  old  man  as  he 
ran  after  them  with  a  switch. 

When  the  boys  saw  that  the  old  farmer 
intended  to  catch  them  they  made  for 
the  stone  wall,  but  alas  for  Dick.  His 
foot  caught  in  a  crack  of  the  stone  wall 
and  as  he  struggled  wildly  to  escape, 
down  came  the  switch  with  a  healthy 
swing  on  his  back. 

"There,"  exclaimed  the  farmer,  "now 
get  out  of  here,  and  don't  come  back 
again,  for  if  you  do,  you'll  get  worse 
than  this." 

That  evening  while  Dick  was  studying 
his  algebra,  in  walked  Sam. 

"Come  on,"  he  said,  "I've  found  a  way 
we  can  get  even  with  old  Richards,"  and 
he  whispered   something  in   Dick's  ear. 

"Just  the  thing,"  said  Dick. 

Ten  minutes  later,  with  a  horse  and 
wagon  which  they  had  borrowed  from 
the  Boys'  Farm,  they  and  four  other  boys 
drove  to  Farmer  Richards'  orchard. 

"Here  we  are,"  said  Sam,  pulling  up 
near  the  apple  tree.  "Get  out  and  get 
busy.  I'll  turn  the  wagon  around,  in 
case  we  have  to  leave  in  a  hurry." 

The  boys,  working  like  mad,  filled  bag 
after  bag  with  apples,  carried  them  to 
the  wagon,  and  dropped  them  there  until 
they  had  cleaned  the  trees. 

"Finished?"  asked  one  of  the  boys. 

"Yes,  let's  beat  it,"  was  the  quick  re- 
ply. 

Then  driving  to  Burns'  Hill  they 
cached  the  load  of  apples  and  returned 
the  horse  and  wagon  to  the  Boys'  Farm 
and  fifteen  minutes  later  they  were  both 
sleeping  soundly. 

The  next  day  when  Dick  entered  the 
grocery  on  an  errand  for  his  mother,  he 
found  Mrs.  Richards  telling  the  proprie- 
tor how  someone  had  cleaned  the  apples 
off  the  trees  with  which  they  had  intend- 


ed to  pay  off  the  mortgage  on  the  farm, 
for  apples  were  selling  at  twelve  dollars 
a  barrel  that  season.  When  Dick  told 
the  boys,  they  all  wanted  to  return  the 
apples. 

"But,"  said  Sam,  "if  we  return  them, 
Mr.  Richards  will  know  we  stole  them." 

"I  know  what  we'll  do,"  said  Dick, 
"we'll  sell  the  apples  and  send  Mr.  Rich- 
ards a  check  for  the  proceeds." 

The  next  day  they  borrowed  the  horse 
and  wagon,  got  the  apples,  drove  to 
Squire  Davenport  and  sold  them  to  him 
for  one  hundred  and  twenty  dollars  and 
sent  the  check  by  mail  to  Mr.  Richards. 

That  night,  six  tired  boys  made  their 
way  home  repeating  over  and  over  again, 
"Never  again,  never  again." 

Thomas  Maskilieson. 


IF 
I 

If  you  can  do  your  homework 

And  keep  on  looking  bright 
And  never  waste  a  mite  of  time, 
I  think  you're  doing  right. 
II 
If  you  can  get  all  "E's"  and  "G's" 

And  never  see  an  "L"  or  "P" 
If  you  can  get  assignments  right, 
I  know  that  you  are  very  bright. 
Ill 
If  you  can  do  this  for  four  years 

And  never  be  seen  shedding  tears 
Then,  when  you  are  old  and  along  in 
years, 
You  can  say,   "Well  I   never  had  to 
fear." 

IV 
If,  when  graduation  comes, 

You  close  your  volumes  one  by  one, 
Each  chapter  full  of  high  ideals 

Then  you'll  go  right  through  all  your 
vears. 

Mildred  McCarthy,  1922. 


GRANDMOTHER  ON  FASHION 
(Being  one  of  the  many  Reminiscences 
of  a  real  New  England  grandmother) 
"How  d'y'do,  Sarah?"  Come  right 
in!  There,  wipe  your  feet  on  that  mat. 
For  the  land's  sake,  child,  you  sure  are 
wet — here,  let  me  have  your  rubbers  an' 
that  mat.       That's  it,  sit  down  in  front 
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of  the  fire  an'  dry  yourself.  How's  your 
mother?  Las'  time  I  saw  her  I  wuz  on 
my  way  to  Qara  May  Jackson's  house 
in  Springtown — you  know  Clara  May, 
her  father  wuz  Abner  Wells,  sheriff  of 
Cook  County  las'  year.  Well,  I  just  got 
back  from  her  house  yesterday,  and  oh! 
how  glad  I  wuz  t'  see  home  again!  Do 
you  know,  Sarah,  the  way  Clara  lives  is 
just  shockin'!  She  wuz  off  t'  somethin' 
or  t'other  ev'ry  night  in  the  week,  the 
worst  gadder  I  ever  see !  Why,  one  might 
she  wuz  comin'  down  stairs  in  a  evenin' 
gown  I  guess  she  called  it,  an'  I  didn't 
know  what  it  wuz,  an'  I  sez  right  out — 
"Haven't  you  forgot  some  o'  your  dress, 
Clara  May?'  Course,  she  wuz  terribly 
huffed  an'  when  she  came  back  I  had 
some  lecture,  an'  knew  what  the  dif- 
f'rence  wuz  between  a  evenin'  gown  and 
an  ordinary  gown! 

An'  her  children,  Sarah  Jane!  Why, 
that  oldest  girl  who  goes  t'  high  school 
wears  the  shortest  skirts  I  ever  seen.  I 
just  had  t'  keep  my  eyes  closed  an'  say 
the  Ten  Commandments  over  an'  over! 
An'  silk  stockin's !  Why,  the  silk  stock- 
ing thrown  away  in  that  house  would 
overfill  the  missionary  bag.  An'  high 
heels,  Sary.  I  never  did  see  the  like  of 
it!  Clara  called  'em  "Louis"  or  some- 
thin' — I'd  like  to  get  my  hands  on  that 
"Louis" — even  little  Elizabeth  had  baby's 
Louis  or  somethin'  like  that!  To  think 
of  my  own  namesake  shockin'  my  name 
that  way —  it's  scandalous!  Sary,  I've 
more  things  to  tell  the  minister  an'  more 
things  to  confess,  an'  they're  just  prey- 
in'  on  my  mind!  They  say  girls  will  be 
girls,  but  /  sez  ther's  a  limit  t'  all  things ! 
What  do  you  suppose — eh?  what's  that? 
Your  mother  sent  you  over  to  get  a 
quarter  to  light  the  gas  with? — Sure, 
dearie,  here  it  is — and,  oh,  Sary,  tell  your 
mother  to  come  over  with  M'is'  Brown 
this  afternoon.  I'll  warrant  I  ken  give 
'em  a  sermon's  good  as  the  minister  ken 
himself!" 

Evelyn  E.  Faulds,  1922. 


HERO  WORSHIP 
She  was  such  a  tiny  little  thing,  this 
old  lady  dressed  in  gray,  and  it  seemed 
she  just  couldn't  get  to  a  place  that  would 
insure  her  a  glimpse  of  her  hero.  Her 
hero !  oh,  how  she  wanted  to  see  him ; 


the  brave  marshal  she  had  read  so  much 
about.  Over  thirty  years  now,  it  was, 
since  she  had  seen  him  last.  Well  she 
remembered  that  day  in  sunny  France, 
when,  with  banners  flying,  the  happy 
laughing  throng  had  greeted  him  as  he 
rode  through  the  streets  of  Paris. 

She  had  had  a  fine  view  of  him  from 
one  of  the  big  hotel  windows.  Such  a 
fine-looking  soldier  he  was.  Then  she 
had  come  to  America  and  lived  here  all 
these  years,  dreaming  of  happy  days 
spent  in  France.  She  had  never  seemed 
able  to  get  back  again.  Obstacles  came 
up  each  time  she  planned  to  go,  forcing 
her  to  give  up  her  intended  trip. 

But  what  did  that  matter  now?  The 
great  man,  one  of  her  countrymen,  after 
all  this  time  had  come  to  America,  and 
she  must  see  him!  She  tried  to  elbow 
her  way  through  the  crowd,  but  her  ef- 
fort seemed  futile.  She  tried  again  and 
again  but  failed  to  make  a  break  in  the 
crowd  that  stood  eight  deep. 

Feeling  a  touch  on  her  shoulder,  she 
turned  to  face  a  khaki-clad  figure.  Smil- 
ingly, he  took  her  by  the  arm  saying, 
"Come  on,  little  lady,  I  guess  you  deserve 
the  front  row  after  all  your  heroic  ef- 
forts to  get  there."  She  smiled  up  at 
him  with  a  world  of  joy  on  her  face. 
People  made  way  for  the  big  soldier  and 
the  little  lady  and  to  her  delight,  she  was 
soon  at  the  front  of  the  crowd. 

Far  down  the  line  of  waiting  crowds, 
a  cheer  arose  and  grew  and  spread  up 
the  line,  seeming  to  keep  pace  with  an 
automobile  which  rolled  slowly  along, 
preceded  by  soldiers  on  horseback.  The 
little  lady  leaned  out  to  look  at  the  ap- 
proaching car.  As  it  drew  nearer,  her 
eyes  became  fixed  on  one  person  in  the 
car.  He  was  the  only  one  there  to  her, 
clad  in  a  blue  uniform,  trimmed  with 
yellow  braid.  One  didn't  wonder  that 
she  found  the  gray- haired  man  so  inter- 
esting. Now  the  car  was  directly  in  front 
of  her.  Soon  he  would  be  gone.  Just 
then  he  lifted  his  cap  in  response  to  the 
cheers  which  greeted  him.  A  smile  lit 
up  his  face.  He  was  gone  now,  but  the 
little  old  lady  was  supremely  happy  as 
she  turned  to  go.  She  had  seen  her  hero, 
Marshal  Foch,  once  more. 

Ella  M.  Cockerill,  Feb.  '23. 
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AFTER  A  LATE  SUPPER 

The  first  I  knew  about  it,  I  was  in  an 
automobile.  How  I  got  there  or  why,  I 
shall  never  know.  I  had  awakened  from 
a  painful  unconsciousness  to  find  myself 
tied  hand  and  foot  and  racing  like  mad 
along  the  north  side  boulevard.  At  the 
wheel  of  the  car  was  an  ape,  a  huge, 
hairy  beast  with  goggles  over  his  bulg- 
ing eyes.  The  car  held  the  road  as  if 
guided  by  the  hand  of  an  expert;  never 
once  did  the  eyes  of  the  queer  chauffeur 
leave  the  road.  Mile  after  mile  sped 
by  like  the  wind,  the  engine  was  soar- 
ing under  the  terrific  speed. 

Soon  we  came  to  bad  roads  in  a  part 
of  the  country  I  have  never  before  seen. 
Suddenly  the  car  gave  a  lurch,  swung 
sharply  around  and  left  the  main  road. 
On  to  what  appeared  to  be  an  old  lum- 
ber trail  we  dashed,  still  keeping  up  the 
terrific  clip,  narrowly  missing  large 
rocks,  trees  and  anything  that  happened 
to  be  in  our  way. 

Suddenly  we  started  climbing,  not 
very  steeply  at  first  but  higher  and  high- 
er with  every  passing  mile.  The  car 
gave  a  jump  ahead  and  we  were  off  on 
a  downhill  race.  "Forty,  fifty," — I 
watched  the  speedometer  climb  to  ninety- 
two.  The  silent  driver  was  still  looking 
directly  at  the  path  over  which  we  were 
speeding  like  one  possessed  of  the  devil. 

The  wind  lashed  my  face  and  droop- 
ing branches  from  overhanging  trees 
whipped  me  like  rawhide.  You  can  im- 
agine my  feelings  when  directly  in  front 
of  us  appeared  a  dropping-off  place.  The 
brakes  were  slammed  on,  but  the  velocity 
of  the  car  did  not  decrease.  The  great 
ape  swung  the  front  wheels  over  as  far 
as  they  would  go,  the  back  wheels  skid- 
ded, and  came  to  a  sudden  stop  against 
a  huge  rock.  I  was  thrown  from  the 
car  over  the  edge  of  the  cliff  and  down- 
ward toward  the  rocky  valley  below.  The 
large  boulders  seemed  to  jump  up  to  me. 
Then  I  landed  very  easily,  considering 
the  distance  of  my  fall.  I  got  up  stiffly, 
unwrapped  the  tight  blankets  from 
around  my  perspiring  body  and  slipped 
out  of  bed  for  a  smoke. 

George  Laing,  1922. 


MIDNIGHT  REVELS 
(Parody  on  "The  Nightingale") 
Last  night  a  night  voice  woke  me, 
Last  night  when  all  was  still, 
It  rose  in  the  golden  moonlight, 
From  out  the  night  breezes  chill. 
I  opened  my  window  so  gently : 
I  gazed  on  the  midnight  view, 
And  oh!  the  sight,  my  darling,  was  one 
of  rue,  of  rue! 

Two  forms,  both  supple  and  slender, 
Two  forms — merged  into  one 
I  sighed  with  a  sigh  so  tender, 
Whisp'ring,    "What   have    they    done?" 
I  rose  from  my  window  and  aiming, 
I  hurled  on  the  scene  my  shoe, 
And  oh!   the    peace,   my   darling,    that 
reigned  anew,  anew! 

Ellen  Pyyny,  1922. 


SHE'S  VERY  FOND  OF  ME 
She's  very  glad  to  see  me; 

I  think  she  makes  that  clear 
When  she  rushes  up  to  meet  me 

As  soon  as  I  draw  near. 
Her  soft  dark  eyes  look  into  mine, 

And  though  she  speaks  no  word, 
Her  silence  is  expressive 

Of  affectionate  regard; 
Her  head  rests  on  my  shoulder 

While  my  arms  her  neck  entwine ;- 
Oh !  yes,  she's  very  fond  of  me, — 

This  little  dog;  of  mine. 

Velma  E.  Herrick,  Feb.  1924. 
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THE  MOUNTAINS 

Oh,  those  beautiful  and  mighty  moun- 
tains! What  a  feeling  of  help  and  as- 
surance one  experiences  when  looking 
"unto  the  hills  from  whence  cometh  his 
help."  They  loom  up  like  large  sentinels 
covering  vast  areas. 

Let  us  first  take  a  look  at  them  as 
they  appear  in  spring.  The  fields  and 
meadows  are  robed  in  green  as  are  the 
mountains  but  only  on  the  nearest  ones 
are  the  trees  visible.  From  off  the  moun- 
tains, we  see  mad  little  streams  forcing 
their  way  over  rocks  and  ledges  and 
rushing  wildly  into  some  tranquil  mill 
pond  down  in  the  valley.  Oh,  the  cas- 
cades up  in  between  ledges,  what  a  beau- 
tiful sight  it  is  to  see  them  fall  endlessly 
into  some  deep  pool  only  to  rush  on  to  a 
still  greater  fall  later  on  in  their  course ! 
In  spring  the  fruit  trees  in  the  valley  are 
covered  with  blossoms.  Such  valleys  lend 
beauty  to  an  artist  like  Wallace  Nutting. 

In  summer  the  mountains  appear  al- 
most the  same  as  in  spring,  but  when  we 
climb  them  we  find  them  covered  with 
gorgeous  flowers  as  Bryant  adds, 
"Where  meads  of  brighter  verdure  lay, 
And     lovelier     blossoms     tinged     the 

ground." 
The   streams    which   in    spring   babbled 
over  with  fun  have  grown  more  sedate 
and  calmly  flow  over  the  beds  made  dur- 
ing- the  mad  rush  of  spring. 

Then  autumn,  have  you  seen  the  moun- 
tains in  that  season?  They  appear  chis- 
eled out  of  blue  marble,  so  exact  is  every 
feature.  All  the  supposed  images  if  the 
mountains  should  be  seen  during  this 
season.  The  fruit  trees  are  minus  their 
blossoms  but  on  them  hang  ripe  fruit 
and  under  the  branches  are  pumpkins 
and  squashes.  The  air  seems  to  send 
vigor  into  everyone  and  makes  one  feel 
as  if  life  were  really  worth  living  after 
all.  How  beautiful  everything  looks 
clothed  in  bright  colors  ranging  from 
red  to  yellow !  The  brooks  and  streams 
have  nearly  all  dried  up  and  the  earth 
fearlessly  challenges  cold  winter. 

At  last  winter  has  gained  possession, 
and  snow  covers  all,  making  the  world 
look  purer.  The  colored  mountains  of 
yesterday,  stand  almost  unseen  in  the 
grevness  of  the  sky.    Have  you  forgotten 


the  falls,  which  we  saw  dropping  great 
distances  ?  They  have  been  transformed 
into  great  icicles  which  appear  almost 
to  outdo  the  rainbow  in  colors,  for  when 
the  sun  goes  down  the  yellows  shown 
are  too  varied  for  words.  The  trees  are 
especially  beautiful  in  this  season  and 
often  times  we  see  arches  made  by  two 
snow  laden  trees,  too  heavy  to  stand 
erect. 

The  spring  in  the  mountains  is  like 
the  youth  of  a  person,  just  brimming 
over  with  excitement  and  joy,  filling  ev- 
eryone with  life  and  vigor.  The  quiet- 
ing down  of  summer  comes  with  age 
and  the  splendor  of  middle  age  is  shown 
by  autumn,  yet  a  sort  of  feeling  for  the 
calmness  of  old  age  is  looked  forward  to 
in  middle  life  as  autumn  looks  for  the 
coming  of  winter.  The  beauty  of  old 
age  is  like  the  beauty  of  winter,  just  pur- 
ity, but  finally  the  bitterness  comes  and 
the  feeling  of  loneliness,  but  through  it 
all  shines  the  true  light,  as  does  the  sun 
as  it  goes  down  showing  all  the  good 
qualities.  The  mountains  have  always 
been  a  source  of  thought  for  the  poet,  a 
laboratory  for  the  experimenter  and  a 
rest  for  everyone. 

Eleanor  Eastman,  Feb.,  1924. 


NIGHT 


Darkness  comes  on  rapidly;  rather  it 
seems  to  drop,  softly,  swiftly,  eager  to 
bring  refreshment  to  the  exhausted  day. 
A  breeze  swings  in  from  the  west,  with 
a  coolness  that  pricks,  and  a  dampness 
that  falls  and  clings  like  a  garment,  fra- 
grant with  the  freshness  of  growing 
green  things.  The  wood  brook  dimples 
among  the  shadows,  mirroring  the  stars 
of  heaven.  The  frogs  and  crickets  join 
in  their  evening  chant,  birds  coo  and  talk 
in  whispers  and  there  begins  the  chorus 
of  sounds  that  so  curiously  produce  the 
musical  silence  of  the  night. 

Anna  Eovacious,  Feb.  1924. 


THE  ATTACK  OF  THE  SUB 

It  was  a  beautiful  Sunday  morn- 
ing in  early  June  of  1918  when  the 
barge  Lansford,  with  three  other  barges 
and  the  tug  Perth  Amboy,  was  sailing 
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along  the  Cape  Cod  coast.  At  ten-thirty 
the  Boston  bound  air-patrol  passed  over 
them.  About  eleven-twenty  a  shell 
crashed  through  the  Lansf  ord's  upper 
works,  disabling  her  by  blowing  up  her 
rigging.  The  next  shot  blew  the  tug's 
rudder  away,  rendering  her  helpless. 
Then  the  sub  sent  shot  after  shot  into 
the  first  barge,  soon  sinking  her.  Thirty 
minutes  later  the  Lansf  ord  was  aban- 
doned, leaving  my  Scotch  collie,  Rex,  on 
board,  merely  because  she  would  not  get 
into  the  boat. 

No  one  was  seriously  injured  except 
my  father,  the  captain  of  the  Lansford, 
who  stopped  a  piece  of  shrapnel  with 
each  arm.  The  crews  of  all  the  boats 
were  rescued,  and  most  of  the  sailors 
saved  their  valuables. 

Thus  was  the  World  War  brought  to 
the  Massachusetts  coast,  and  for  the  first 
time  in  warfare  since  the  Civil  War  was 
American  blood  shed  in  America. 
s    ...  Jack  Ainsleigh,  1925. 


YOURS  TRULY 

Thump,  thump,  thump,  and  a  whine 
to  accompany  each  of  these.  Lieutenant 
Howard  gazed '  appraisingly  at  the  empty 
doorway  of  the  plef~ofhce.  To  tell  the 
truth,  Lieutenant  Howard  was  decidedly 
sceptical,  for,  as  getting  the  troops,  which 
arrived  hourly  from  the  training  camps, 
assorted  correctly  on  the  European  trans- 
ports, was  at  the  least  a  ticklish  job,  that 
sound  rankled  on  his  nerves.  He  knew 
that,  within  the  hour  he  was  scheduled 
to  board  "The  Winifredian,"  in  charge 
of  the  section  of  the  101st  Infantry,  Y. 
D.,  which  was  bound  for  the  "big  fight," 
on  that  ship.  He  had  quite  a  bit  of  work 
to  do,  and  he. had  never  come  in  contact 
with  treachery,  but  with  all  the  German 
"dirty  work,"  going  on,  it  might  be—! 
Oh,  well,  it  would  do  no  harm  to  look  at 
least,  and  he  wandered  to  the  doorway  in 
rather  nervous  expectancy.  His  hearty 
laugh  suddenly  rang  out  in  relief,  for, 
sitting  forlornly  on  the  steps,  scratching 
with  might  and'  main,  sat  the  most  woe- 
begone tiny  pup  he  had  ever  seen. 

Half  an  hour  later  the  docks  bef?an  to 
clear,  hurrying  men  in  navy  uniforms, 
rushed  around  in  a  .business-like  manner, 
and  Lieutenant  Howard;  with  one  look- 


around,  gathered  up  his  army  shoes  and 
an  extra  pair  of  breeches,  and  thrusting 
them  into  his  grip,  sauntered  up  the  gang 
plank.  In  the  hustle  of  departure,  and 
the  pain  of  wistful  farewell  looks,  he 
neglected  to  put  his  grip  away,  but  upon 
returning  to  the  saloon,  he  noticed  that 
a  strap  of  his  valise  tightened  as  though 
being  strained  from  within. 

He  unsnapped  it  hurriedly,  and  re- 
ceived the  surprise  of  his  young  life,  for 
cuddled  up  in  one  shoe,  with  her  tiny 
nose  hidden  in  fright  was  the  pup  which 
he  had  previously  befriended.  A  roar  of 
laughter,  from  the  ring  of  rather  strained 
faces,  made  the  stowaway  cock  up  her 
little  flea-bitten  ears,  and  favor  the 
doughboys  with  a  quizzical  canine  glance 
from  her  friendly  brown  slit  eyes.  This 
immediately  "brought  down  the  house," 
and  it  was  proposed  that  "aforesaid  vag- 
abond be  retained  as  mascot,"  and  that 
"everyone  get  busy  to  find  a  name." 

However,  it  was  nearing  the  end  of 
the  voyage,  when  a  name  was  found,  and 
the  finding  occurred  in  this  way: 

A  private  by  the  name  of  McLellan 
had  written  a  letter  to  his  children,  in- 
tending them  to  think  that  the  puppy 
mascot  had  written  it.  He  got  only  as 
far  as  the  "Yours  truly,"  however,  for 
the  boys  had  not  as  yet  found  a  suita- 
ble name  for  her.  The  letter  had  lain 
in  this  condition  for  several  days,  when 
a  Sergeant  with  an  Irish  sense  of  humor, 
remarked,  "Well,  for  a  faithful  dog, 
what  could  be  more  appropriate  for  a 
name  than  "Yours  truly?"  And  so  it 
remained,  with  "True"  for  short. 
Through  the  disembarkation  of  the 
troops  at  Brest,  True  was  guarded  care- 
fully and  jealously,  and  she  lived  up  to 
her  name  by  being  the  comforter  and 
friend  of  every  man  in  Company  B, 
which  was  temporarily  in  the  charge  of 
Lieutenant  Howard.  The  general  desire, 
"Oh!  to  get  going!"  seemed  to  affect 
True  oddly,  for  the  nearer  they  got  to 
the  smell  of  powder  and  the  sound  of  the 
big  guns,  the  nearer  she  wanted  to  get. 

However,  transportation  was  so  te- 
dious, and  the  delays  so  long,  that  by 
the  time  the  101st  Infantry  was  ready  for 
action,  the  mascot  of  Company  D,  was 
apnroximately  a  year  old. 

It  was  the  thrill  of  a  life  time,  when 
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Arnold  Howard  first  heard  the  order, 
"Over  the  top,"  and  passed  it  along 
quietly.  The  men  began  to  mount  the 
improvised  ladders,  and  creep  over  the 
sand-bag  parapet,  then,  all  at  once  the 
complete  line  was  on  top,  and  with  a 
rousing  cheer,  they  dashed  into  the  dark 
terrors  of  No  Man's  Land.  The  man  on 
Howard's  right  slipped  without  a  sound 
into  the  vast  hosts  of  the  "missing  in 
action,"  and  in  the  weird  gleam  of  light 
he  could  see  the  tortured  face  of  an  en- 
emy, dying  with  a  bayonet  through  his 
heart.  The  French  battery  behind  him, 
and  the  comrades  whom  he  could  not  see 
spurred  him  on,  through  the  harsh,  en- 
tangling barbed  wire,  and  over  impassa- 
ble shell  holes.  He  stumbled  and  almost 
fell  over  the  mutilated  body  of  a  dead 
poilu,  and  as  he  straightened  his  cau- 
tiously bent  body  in  a  shudder  of  pity,  a 
star  shell  from  his  own  lines,  lighted  the 
land  about  him.  He  had  not  realized 
that  he  was  so  near  the  enemy's  trenches, 
but  it  was  too  late  to  redeem  himself  as 
an  offered  target.  He  felt  a  sudden  pain 
in  his  head,  then  in  his  lungs,  and  a  mer- 
ciful  unconsciousness   enveloped  him. 

He  could  not  tell  how  long  he  had 
lain  there,  but  a  cool  wet  something  on 
his  face  made  him  open  his  eyes.  Be- 
side him  stood  the  faithful  collie  tall 
and  straight.  Her  beautiful  great  brown 
eyes,  had  in  them  a  light  as  wonderful 
as  that  in  any  woman's,  whose  man  has 
made  her  proud,  and  yet,  whose  pride  is 
hidden  in  pain.  They  spoke  volumes  as 
they  looked  into  his,  and  taking  no  notice 
of  her  own  blood-stained  fur,  she  laid 
herself  in  the  crotch  of  his  arm,  and 
proceeded  to  lap  his  flowing  wounds. 

Tears  blinded  the  sight  of  Arnold 
Howard,  female  hater,  and  stroking  her, 
he  spoke  gently,  "I  guess  we  die,  as  we 
have  lived,  together,  old  girl,  and  to 
those  whom  we  love,  we  die,  being  as 
we  have  always  been  'Yours  truly?'  " 

*        %       >jj       a|£       % 

Was  this  heaven?  Arnold  opened  his 
eyes.  It  must  be,  for  there  stood  his 
smiling,  white-haired  mother,  gazing  at 
him  in  loving  pain. 

He  whispered  her  name  fearfully,  lest 
the  vision  disappear.  Her  face  lighted 
as  she  spoke  to  another  person,  all  in 
white,  presumably  an  angel,  "He  has  re- 


gained consciousness.  Thank  God,  then, 
that  the  operation  was  successful !" 

After  the  dim  curtain  had  disappeared 
from  his  brain,  he  began  to  take  note  of 
his  surroundings,  and  with  a  little  ex- 
planation, the  puzzle  was  solved.  He 
had  been  delirious  ever  since  he  had 
been  carried  off  to  a  first-aid  hospital, 
behind  the  lines,  and  had  not  recovered 
his  reason  until  he  was  operated  upon 
by  a  skilful  surgeon,  in  his  own  home. 
When  he  could  speak,  he  asked  "Where's 
'Yours  truly  ?' "  and  his  mother,  with 
frightened  eyes,  whispered,  "Arnold, 
sonny,  don't  say  that.  Those  are  the  only 
words  you've  spoken,  since  you  left 
France." 

"Then,  mother  darling,"  he  smiled  se- 
riously, "I've  only  been  half  delirious," 
"but  when  he  discovered  a  tawny  mass 
of  warm  fur,  cuddled  at  his  side,  he  de- 
cided that,  after  all,  he  zuas  in  heaven, 

A  little  later  the  boys  of  Company  B, 
ioist  Infantry,  Y.  D.,  received  a  long  let- 
ter, which  was  signed,  "From  a  Conva- 
lescent, and  Yours  Truly,"  and  a  shape- 
less blot  in  one  corner,  could  be  discerned 
as  the  private,  inky  pawed  signature  of 
their  beloved  mascot. 


ARCHIMEDES  REVISITS  THE 
EARTH 

I  wanted  to  get  some  more  informa- 
tion on  physics,  and  I  wanted  first  hand 
knowledge.  After  thinking  it  over  I 
went  to  a  spirit  medium,  and  asked  him 
to  find  Archimedes  for  me.  He  went  to 
his  telephone  and  after  making  some 
mysterious  motions,  said: 

"Hello,  Salt  Peter! — a — I  mean  Saint 
Peter.  Will  you  page  Mr.  Archimedes 
and  send  him  to  my  house?" 

I  couldn't  quite  see  why  Archimedes 
was  in  heaven.  However,  one  thing  I 
knew,  and  that  was  that  if  an  average 
schoolboy  of  today  had  had  anything  to 
say  in  deciding  his  fate,  poor  Archime- 
des would  have  had  very  little  chance  of 
going  to  heaven. 

The  medium  had  hung  up  the  receiver, 
and  I  was  just  going  to  ask  him  if  Arch- 
imedes could  come  when — click! — the 
door  opened  and  in  walked  a  white- 
haired  man,  evidently  about  sixty  years 
of  age,  dressed  in  a  white  robe  and  wear- 
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ing  sandals. 

I  had  had  the  medium  fix  it  so  that 
Archimedes  could  say  everything  he 
knew  in  English,  so,  as  soon  as  the  me- 
dium had  introduced  us  to  each  other, 
we  got  along  very  well.  I  took  him  to 
my  house  in  a  taxi,  and  although  he 
looked  somewhat  bewildered,  he  didn't 
say  much. 

Shortly  after  arriving  at  our  house, 
our  telephone  rang.  When  I  was  through 
using  the  'phone  I  explained  to  him  that 
by  that  instrument  I  could  talk  with  any- 
one I  wished.  I  started  away,  but  a  mo- 
ment later  I  heard  something  like  this : 

"Oh!  Is  this  my  wife,  Isabella?  I 
am  so — " 

''Number,  please" 

"What  dearest?    I-  ' 

"Number,  please!" 

"  'Come  here,  cheese  ?'  Why  I  don't 
under — " 

"NUMBER,  PLEASE!  !" 

By  this  time  I  had  reached  him. 

"Hang  up,  quick,"  I  yelled. 

"Hang  up  what?" 

"The  receiver.  Oh!  Wait!  There. 
Now  please  don't  try  to  use  that  'phone 
again." 

"But  you  said  I—" 

"That's  all  right.  'There's  a  Rea- 
son.' " 

It  was  hard  to  believe  that  such  a  man 
had  been  a  great  scientist.  My!  but  he 
was  ignorant.  Why  he  couldn't  even  tell 
me  what  a  jazz  band  was.  I  was  so 
interested  in  his  ignorance,  that  I  for- 
got to  ask  him  about  what  he  knew. 

The  next  day  there  was  to  be  a  foot- 
ball game  at  the  Harvard  Stadium.  As 
I  had  planned  to  go,  I  decided  to  take 
Archimedes  along.  Every  auto,  motor- 
cycle, or  street  car  that  he  saw  made  him 
gasp,  but  when  the  train  that  we  were 
to  take  came  in,  roaring  and  puffing  and 
hissing,  he  flopped  over.  Three  men 
helped  me  get  him  aboard  the  train,  and 
he  soon  came  to.  But  when  we  were 
passing  the  locomotive  yard  near  the 
South  Station,  he  gave  one  glance  at 
the  sea  of  black,  smoking,  steam-spitting 
engines,  with  their  glowing  red  fires, 
and  cried  out: 

"Oh!  What  have  I  have  done  that  I 
should .  be  transferred  from  heaven  to 
this  infernal  place.     I — " 


"There,  there,  Archie;  you'll  be  all 
right  in  a  minute.     Now  come  on." 

He  tottered  out  of  the  station  with 
me,  and  as  we  descended  into  the  sub- 
way, I  wondered  what  he  would  do.  He 
did  and  said  absolutely  nothing.  I  guess 
he  had  given  up,  and  was  ready  foi  any- 
thing. 

By  the  time  we  came  up  to  the  sun- 
light in  Harvard  Square,  Archie  was  in 
better  spirits,  and  had  become  more  ac- 
customed to  the  terrors  of  the  twentieth 
century.  We  followed  the  crowd  that 
was  surging  toward  the  Stadium  and  as 
we  crossed  a  bridge  over  the  Charles,  a 
Harvard  rowing  crew  was  out  in  its 
shell. 

"Dear  me !  What  a  small  craft  to  hold 
so  many  men.  Let's  see;  A  body  im- 
mersed in  a  liquid  is — " 

"That's  a  shell,"  I  explained  to  my 
companion. 

"A  shell !"  he  repeated.  "Why  it  must 
be  a  very  large  species  of  nut  that  has  a 
shell  of  that  size." 

"Get  a  score  card!  The  only  way  to 
follow  the  game!"  Boys  on  all  sides 
were  selling  these  programs  of  the  game. 

'  'The  only  way  to  follow  the  game,'  " 
murmured  my  friend.  "Why  I  used  to 
go  hunting,  but  I  always  followed  the 
game  with  a  bow  and  arrow.  I  suppose 
this  card  is  one  of  your  new  inventions 
for  killing  animals." 

I  tried  to  explain  to  him,  but  it  seemed 
almost  hopeless.  At  last  we  were  seated 
in  the  Stadium.  For  once,  Archie  looked 
like  a  human  being. 

"Ah,"  said  he,  "This  reminds  me  of 
the  arena  at  Athens,  but  where  are  the 
men  and  animals  that  are  sroine  to 
fight  ?" 

"Well,"  I  answered.  "It  depends  on 
who  you're  rooting  for.  w'hich  team  is 
men  and  which  is  animals." 

But  all  he  said  was,  "  'Rooting !'  Do 
you  root  in  the  ground  as  do  swine?" 

Oh,  what  was  the  use  of  talking  to 
Him?  His  queer  costume,  conversation, 
and  manners  attracted  some  atention. 
From  different  sides,  I  heard  gentle  re- 
marks, something  like  these : 

"Look  at  that  fellow  down  there — 
See?  Oueer-lookin'  specimen,  huh?" 

"What's  that  thing?  The  mascot  of 
the  visitin*  team?' 
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''Well,  well ;  wonder  where  he  escaped 
from." 

Soon  the  band  marched  in,  playing, 
and  my  companion  remarked  that  it  was 
good  music. 

"But,"  said  he,  "I  used  to  sing  very 
sweetly  while  a  youth  accompanied  me 
on  a  lyre." 

"I'm  afraid,  Archie,  that  when  you  say 
that,  you're  a  liar." 

But  luckily  he  didn't  hear  me.  The 
game  started,  went  on,  and  finished, 
while  the  crowds  cheered  and  went  wild 
with  enthusiasm,  but  Archie  didn't  seem 
to  think  much  of  it. 

So,  after  this  trying  day,  I  decided  to 
get  along  with  what  physics  I  knew,  and 
immediately  took  Archie  to  the  spirit 
medium,  and  had  him  sent  back  to 
heaven. 

Eliot  Weil,  Sept.,  1924. 


PUSS 
While  Puss  lay  sleeping  by  the  fire, 
All  curled  up  in  a  ball, 
A  naughty,  frisky  little  pup 
Came  dancing  down  the  hall. 

Crossing  the  hall,  he  tiptoed  near, 
And  with  a  sudden  snap, 
He  gave  poor  innocent   Puss  a  bite 
That  spoiled  her  joyful  nap. 

Up  sprang  Puss  on  both  hind  feet, 
Her  back  an  arching  hump, 
And  gave  that  pup  two  quick  hard  slaps 
That  simply  made  him  jump. 

Then,  purring  loud  in  deep  content, 
She  watched  him  sneak  away; 
And,  curling  up,  said,  "That's  at  least 
One  victory  for  today." 

Dorothy  Berwick,  Feb.,  1924. 


OUR  NEW  HOLIDAY 
Armistice  Day  we  celebrate 

To  mark  the  path  of  Peace; 
Yet  millions  now  in   countries   great 

Seek  yet  their  souls'  release 
From  cruel  wars,  that  settle  not 

The  issues  now  at  stake. 
Let  Peace  indeed  be  planted  strong : 

Lay  down  the  sword,  no  more  to  take. 
Mae  Stevens,  Sept.,  1924. 


FRIENDSHIP 

Have  you  ever  hoped  and  dreamed 
And  worked  and  prayed  and  schemed, 

Building  castles  in  the  air ; 
Then  by  fortune's  fateful  toss, 
Bewildered,  stunned  by  loss, 

Found  life  of  joy  laid  bare? 

Have  you  ever  given  love 
To  those  who  seemed  above 

Base  betrayal  and  its  shame, 
And  then  lost  faith  in  all, 
By  the  loved  ones'  shameful  fall, 

Leaving  you  to  bear  the  blame? 

'Tis  then  the  world  seems  dreary; — 
'Tis  then  that  life  grows  weary, 

And  craves  Death's  liberty ; 
The  faltering  step  and  head  bowed  low, — 
"Why  must  such  needless  pain  be  so? 

Why  must  such  sorrow  be?" 

Then  lo!  The  dark  clouds  lighten; 
All  nature  seems  to  brighten, 

And  its  joyful  message  send; 
For  a  friend  has  made  it  all  worth  while 
By  a  cheering  word  and  helpful  smile, — 

Thank  God  for  a  real,  true  friend ! 
Merrill  C.  Orswell. 


FOR  'XMAS  GIFTS 

That  are  Practical  and  Useful,  see  us  before 
going   elsewhere 


HERE  ARE  A  FEW  SUGGESTIONS 
SKATES 

HOCKEYS 
SLEDS 

CUTLERY 

MANICURE  SETS 

TOYS  


ROY  MARTIN 

99  BE  ALE  STREET 

WOLLASTON,  MASS. 
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ALUMNI  NOTES 


Before  the  next  issue  of  the  Golden 
Rod  we  hope  to  receive  more  informa- 
tion concerning  the  former  graduates  of 
Quincy  High  School. 
1913 

Emily  Gnong  is  working  for  the  A.  L. 
Logan  Co. 

1914 

Harry  Burr  is  working  for  the  Hall 
Falson  Co. 

Margaret  Magee  and  Leon  Brown 
have  united  in  marriage. 

Jessie  Burke  and  Lawrence  Martin 
have  also  married. 

1915 

Wm.  K.  MacMahon  is  a  Senior  at  M. 
I.  T. 

Collina  Brown  is  working  for  the  Na- 
tional Shawmut   Bank. 

Helen  Damon  is  working  for  the  Asso- 
ciated Industries  of  America. 
1916 

Marguerite  Brown  is  working  for  the 
Alfred  Hale  Rubber  Co.,  Atlantic. 

James  Kenniburgh,   after  graduation 
from  Burdett  College,  is  now  working 
for  A.  T.  Atteaux  &  Co. 
1917 

Percy  Jenkins  is  playing  on  the  Har- 
vard Foot-ball  team. 

Helen  Hanson  is  working  for  the 
State  Street  Trust  Co. 

James  Kennedy  is  at  present  playing 
with  Fred  Stone  in  his  latest  production. 

Muriel  Fratus  is  married  to  Mr.  A. 
Karnhein. 

Augusta  MacMahon  is  going  to  New 
England  Conservatory. 

Sheldon  Heap  is  working  for  the  New 
England  Tel.  &  Tel.  Co. 

R.  Ruggles  is  going  to  Tufts  Collge. 

1918 

Edwin  Heira  is  going  to  M.  I.  T. 

Regina  La  Tour  is  working  for  the 
Pneumatic  Scales.  She  is  also  engaged 
to  Mr.  Walters  of  Wollaston. 

Eleanor  Philips  is  working  for  A.  T. 
Stearns  Lumber  Co. 

1919 

P.  Rankin  is  working  for  the  Puritan 
Mills. 

Ted  Tobin  is  going  to  Huntington. 
Alfred  Gagaro  is  attending  Northeast- 


ern College. 

Horace  Young  is  also  going  to  North- 
eastern. 

John  Prete  is  going  to  B.  U. 

S.  Ring  is  attending  the  U,  S.  Naval 
Academy. 

Roland  Forsyth  is  a  student  at 
M  J.  T. 

1920 

Lillian  Blake  is  married. 

Katharine  Bean  is  working  for  the 
National  City  Co. 

Annable  Brown  is  working  for  the  Na- 
tional Shawmut  Bank  Boston. 

Herb  Fitten  is  a  Sophomore  at  Har- 
vard. 

Ted  Lindsay  goes  to  Northeastern. 

Allen  Cummings  goes  to  M.  I.  T. 

"Mai"  Kennedy  is  in  the  United  States 
Navy. 

M.  Young  goes  to   Northeastern. 

1921 

Bertha   Wight  goes   to  Radcliffe. 

John  Miller  is  attending  Bates  Col- 
lege. 

Margie  Dame  is  going  to  Bridgewater 
Normal. 

John  Fuller  is  going  to  Northeastern. 

Murray  Hamilton  goes  to  Allen's  Mil- 
itary Academy. 

Lois  Wetmore  is  going  to  Posse. 

Eddie  Day  is  working  in  his  father's 
office. 

Joe  Eaton  is  going  to  New  York  City 
College. 

Mary  Townsend  and  Margaret  Now- 
ell  are  going  to  the  New  School  of  Art. 

Beatrice  Porter  goes  to  Framingham 
Normal. 

Larry  Leavitt  is  a  Freshman  at  Dart- 
mouth, and  plays  full-back  on  the  Fresh- 
man football  team. 

"Fat"  Shaw  goes  to  Tufts ;  he  also 
plays  on  the  football  team. 

Dorothy  Prout  is  going  to  Gark's. 

Don  Bennett  goes  to  Rutger,  and  is 
playing  on  the  football  team. 

Florence  Rizzie  is  working  in  the 
Quincy  High  School  office. 

Esther  Campbell,  Dick  Brown,  Hap 
Davis,  George  Goodhue,  and  Jack  Beal 
are  going  to  Thayer  Academy. 

Archie  Nickerson  and  Clarence  Ba- 
ron are  going  to  M.  I.  T. 

Fred  Hannon  is  attending  B.  U. 

Margaret  Sonden  is  going  to  Clarks. 
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John  Lane  is  working  in  the  Quincy 
Trust  Co. 

Rosalind  Listman  and  Ruth  Bishop 
are  attending  Northfield  Seminary. 

Bill  Houlihan  goes  to  B.  U. 

Floyd  MacDonald,  Reginald  Hanson, 
Miriam  Hixon,  Henry  Blake,  Robert 
Nichols  and  Betty  Breslyn  are  P.    G's. 

Ruth  Kaulbeck  is  going  to  Franr'ng- 
ham  Normal. 

The  following  are  attending  Mount 
Holyoke  College :  Helen  Spear,  Doris 
Thomas,  Elizabeth  Trumper. 

Jeanie  Broivn,  Alumni  Editor. 


EXCHANGES 

The  GOLDEN  ROD  extends  its 
hearty  greetings  to  the  school.  We  are 
planning  to  issue  four  copies  of  our 
school  magazine  this  year  and  shall 
greatly  appreciate  the  courtesy  of  renew- 
ing all  our  old  exchanges. 

To  date,  very  few  magazines  have 
been  received,  but  we  are  endeavoring  to 
build  up  a  large  exchange  column  and 
have  communicated  with  many  exchange 
editors  of  various  schools  for  the  pur- 
pose of  receiving  new  magazines. 

We  gratefully  acknowledge  the  receipt 
of  the  following  magazines : 

"The  Dynamo,"  Newton  Technical 
High  School,  Newtonville,  Mass. 

"The  Gazette,"  Lynn  Classical  High 
School,  Lynn,  Mass. 

"High  Life,"  Long  Beach  Polytechnic 
High  School,  Long  Beach,  Cal. 

"The  Proviso  Pageant,"  Proviso 
Township  High  School,  Maywood,  111. 

"Oak  Leaves,"  Oak  Grove  Seminary, 
Vassalboro,  Me. 

"Industrial  School  Magazine,"  Gol- 
den, Colorado. 

"The  Tattler,"  Nashua  High  School, 
Nashua,  N.  H. 

"The  Drury  Academe,"  Drury  High 
School,  North  Adams,  Mass. 
COMMENTS 

"Oak  Leaves,"  Oak  Grove  Seminary, 
Vassalboro,  Me. 

Your  cover  design  is  quite  attractive. 
Your  literary  department  is  excellent 
and  the  athletic  notes  are  well  written. 

"High  Life,"  Long  Beach  Polytech- 
nic High  School,  Long  Beach,  Cal. 


Your  staff  must  be  very  industrious  to 
produce  such  a  paper.  "Inky  Ripples" 
are  well  written. 

"The  Tattler,"  Nashua  High  School, 
Nashua,  N.  H. 

Your  editorials  and  stories  are  well 
written.  We  would,  however,  suggest 
more  "snap"  to  the  personals. 

"The  Dynamo,"  Newton  Technical 
High  School,   Newtonville,   Mass. 

We  received  your  June  number  of  the 
"Dynamo,"  and  find  it  quite  complete 
in  every  detail.  It  contains  a  wide  range 
of  news  which  mades  it  especially  attrac- 
tive. 

"Industrial  School  Magazine,"  Golden, 
Colo. 

We  admire  your  literary  department. 
The  stories  are  very  original  and  well 
written.  A  few  "cuts"  added  to  your 
magazine  would  improve  it.  Why  not 
add  an  exchange  column  to  the  contents  ? 

"The  Proviso  Pageant,"  Proviso 
Township  High   School,   Maywood,  111. 

A  good  weekly  paper.  You  could  im- 
prove on  the  exchange  column  by  mak- 
ing it  larger. 

Anne  C.  Barr,  Exchange  Editor 


WRIGHT  &  DITSON 

Athletic  House 


HOCKEY  SHOES  and  SKATES 
HOCKEY  STICKS 
PUCKS 

GLOVES 

TIGHTS 

JERSEYS 

SHIN  GUARDS 


344  Washington  St. 

Boston  9,   Mass. 


FOOTBALL 

September  8  marked  the  opening  day 
of  foot-ball  practice.  A  squad  of  about 
thirty-five  reported  to  Coach  Mitchell. 
Of  these  boys  only  six  were  veterans. 
From  this  new  material  Coach  Mitchell 
has  developed  a  clean,  hard  fighting 
team,  that  is  about  to  close  a  successful 
season. 

The  members  of  the  squad  are: 

Endsr.  Captain  Guild,  MacLeod, 
Schenkelberger,  Widlund,  Dingwell. 

Tackles:  Anderson,  Reed,  Fostello, 
Rhodes,  Wilson,  Hoey,  Barstow. 

Guards:  Arvesen,  Heap,  Richman, 
Young,  Cook,  Berman,  Von  Nostitz. 

Centers:  Johnson,  Durgan. 

Quarter  Backs:  Listman,  Cliffe. 

Half  Backs:  Guinan,  Neal,  Mowbray, 
Bassett,  Vallee. 

Full  Backs :  Woodworth,  Cole. 

Manager  MacQuarrie  arranged  a  fine 
schedule  which  included  many  of  the 
leading  teams.  The  schedule  and  re- 
sults are  as  follows : 

Sept.  24,  Quincy  0,  Marblehead  20, 
at  Marblehead. 

Sept.  29,  Quincy  0,  Newton  7,  at  New- 
ton. 

Oct.  5,  Quincy  29,  Rockland  0,  at 
Ouincy. 

"  Oct.  8,  Ouincy  0,  Waltham  14,  at  Wal- 
tham. 

Oct.  12,  Quincy  20,  Milton  0,  at  Quin- 
cy. 

Oct.  18,  Quincy  — ,  Plymouth  — , 
( cancelled). 

Oct.   18,   Quincy   42,   Braintree   0,   at 
Ouincy. 
~  Oct.  22,  Quincy  7,  Natick  6,  at  Natick. 

Oct.  29,  Quincy  21,  Weymouth  0,  at 
Ouincy. 

Xov.  4,  Quincy  0,  Boston  Latin  7,  at 
Ouincy. 
*  Nov.    12,    Ouincy    26,    Thayer    7,    at 


Quincy. 

"  Nov.  18,  Quincy  0,  Brockton  34,  at 
Quincy. 

Nov.  24,  Quincy  — ,  Alumni  — ,  at 
Ouincy. 

Quincy  has  thus  far  won  more  than 
half  of  its  games,  having  piled  up  144 
points  against  its  opponents'  75.  This 
fact  alone  should  make  the  school  proud 
of  such  a  team. 

The  first  game  of  note  this  season  was 
the  game  with  Newton.  Newton  had  a 
very  heavy  eleven  and  things  looked 
rather  gloomy  for  Quincy.  However, 
Newton's  weight  was  offset  by  Quincy's 
speed  and  fighting  spirit.  Quincy  suc- 
ceeded in  holding  Newton  away  from 
her  goal  line  until  the  last  quarter.  Then, 
after  completing  a  long  forward  pass 
that  brought  the  ball  to  Quincy's  ten 
yard  line,  Newton  took  advantage  of 
her  weight  and  pushed  the  ball  over  for 
a  touch-down.  By  holding  the  suburban 
league  winners  to  a  single  touch-down, 
Quincy  put  her  name  among  those  of  the 
leading  teams. 

The  most  important  game  of  the  sea- 
son was  the  Thayer  game.  They  had  a 
very  heavy  line  and  their  chance  of  vic- 
tory looked  bright.  Their  hopes,  how- 
ever, soon  disappeared  under  the  fight- 
ing onslaught  of  Ouincy.  At  the  end  of 
the  first  half  the  score  stood,  Thayer  0, 
Ouincy  13.  Four  members  of  the  class 
of  '21  led  by  Houlihan,  last  year's  star 
drop  kicker,  took  this  ten-minute  period 
of  rest  to  show  their  spirit.  They  ap- 
peared on  the  field  clad  in  gaudy-colored, 
queer  looking  costumes  and  proceeded 
to  amuse  the  crowd  of  spectators.  Their 
performance  was  short,  but  it  showed 
that  their  love  for  Quincy  has  not  burned 
out.  The  second  half  of  the  game  was 
even  more  exciting  than  the  first.  Thayer 
started  an  aerial  attack  and  succeeded 
a    touch-down.      This    made 
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Quincy  fight  harder  than  ever.  Quincy's 
backfield  plowed  through  the  right  side 
of  Thayer's  line  for  two  more  goals. 
The  game  was  cut  short  four  minutes 
because  of  darkness,  thus  leaving  the 
final  score  in  Quincy's  favor — Thayer  1, 
Quincy  26.  MacDonald  played  a  fine 
game  for  Thayer.  Woodworth,  Quin- 
cy's star  fullback,  showed  the  spectators 
some  real  line  bucking. 

The  men  who  get  the  least  credit,  but 
who  deserve  the  most  are: 

Coach  Mitchell,  to  whom  we  owe  our 
"fighting"  team; 

Mr.  Nisen,  to  whom  we  owe  the  fine 
physical  condition  of  our  team ; 

Mr.  Webb,  to  whose  financial  ability 
we  owe  our  splendidly  equipped  team; 
and 

Mr.  Ball,  who  always  has  his  posters 
and  tickets  ready  for  our  games. 

The  outlook  for  next  year's  team  is 
very  bright  since  the  squad  will  lose  only 
eight  men.  These  men  are :  Capt.  Guild, 
Arvesen,    Woodworth,   Cole,    Richman, 

Wilson,  Durgan,  and    Barstow. 


BASKETBALL 

Mr.  Clark  hopes  to  have  a  fine  basket 
ball  team  this  year.  He  has  several  vet- 
erans and  expects  some  good  new  ma- 
terial. 


SCHOOL  SPIRIT 

For  a  school  of  its  size  Quincy  has  a 
very  small  cheering  section.  The  first 
real  evidence  of  school  spirit  was  shown 
the  afternoon  of  the  Boston  Latin  game. 
Just  before  the  game  commenced  a 
parade  appeared,  led  by  the  newly  or- 
ganized school  band.  The  parade,  which 
consisted  of  several  hundred  high  school 
students  has  shown  some  real  school 
spirit,  and  now  that  they  have  started 
this  spirit  let  everyone  join  in.  Don't 
let  the  other  fellow  do  your  cheering, 
come  down  and  do  it  yourself.  The 
more  you  back  your  team,  the  better  the 
results  will  be.  School  spirit  isn't  lim- 
ited to  the  students,  but  applies  to  the 
faculty  also.  We  would  like  to  see  more 
of  our  faculty  at  our  games. 

A.  Wilson  Barstow, 


The  Golden- Rod  staff  desires  to  express  sincere 
appreciation  to  the  liberal  advertisers  in  this  issue 
and  feel  sure  that  pupils  and  parents  will  remem- 
ber them  during  the  Christmas  season  and  the 
prosperous  year  1922. 
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If  you  do  not  like  our  jokes 
And  their  dryness  makes  you  groan, 
Just  stroll  around  occasionally 
With  some  good  ones  of  your  own. 

Pupil  complaining:  This  book  is  too 
dry. 

Teacher:  How  would  "The  Life  of  a 
Fish,"  suit  you? 

Pupil :  Does  it  concern  the  ocean  ? 

Teacher:  Why? 

Pupil :  It  might  get  too  deep. 

Mr.    Burtt:   We  have  another   name 
for  compressed  air.     What  is  it? 
Olson:  Hot  air! 

Mr.  Dawson  criticising  Miss  Griffin 
in  her  Literary  Digest  talk: 

You  look  at  me  too  much.  Of  course 
I  understand  that  I'm  easy  to  look  at — 

Miss  Galleher:  Wildanger,  why  aren't 
you    writing  ? 

Wildanger:   I   haven't  any  paper. 

Miss  G:  Borrow  some  /from  your 
neighbor. 

W:  He  hasn't  any  either. 

Miss  G :  Well,  people,  where  are  your 
blocks  to-day? 

Mr.  Webb:  England  has  some  control 
over  Shantung. 

Asnes:  Whose  tongue? 

Mr.  Dawson  speaking  of  days  of  the 
week :  Wednesday  was  named  for  Wo- 
din,  a  Teutonic  God. 

Person :  What  was  Friday  named  for  ? 

Voice:  Fish! 

Boy  to  his  mother:  I  feel  dreadful  this 
morning. 

Mother:  Poor  boy!  Where  do  you 
feel  worst? 

Bov  :  In  school. — Ex. 


Senior  Freak  Day 

Freshie  to  Seniors:  Hello,  children. 
Sedate    Senior :    Good    morning — in- 
fants ! 

Keene :  Those  angles  are  not  homolo- 
gous. 

Djerf:  They  are! 

Keene :  They  are not ! 

Miss  Thompson  interrupting:  Oh 
boys !  Let  us  be  parliamentary  in  our 
arguments. 

Djerf :  I  beg  pardon,  Keene they 

are! 

Drew  as  chairman  in  English:  In 
what  way  did  Johnson  show  affection  for 
his  mother? 

Collins :  He  wrote  a  book  that  affected 
her  death  after  the  funeral. 

Chairman  in  English :  Do  you  think 
Samuel  Johnson  a  great  speaker,  Mr. 
Pitts  ? 

Pitts  absently :  I  never  heard  him. 

Mr.  Dawson  speaking  of  cattle:  And 
in  some  cases  where  they  don't  want 
the  cattle  to  die  they  kill  them. 

Mr.  Blanchard,  assigning  lessons :  You 
will  find  "A  Light  Blue  Stocking"  in  the 
Atlantic  Monthly,  Miss  Coulman  has  a 
copy  on  her  desk  in  the  library. 

From  a  test  on  the  "Tale  of  Two 
Cities :"  Stryver,  lawyer,  by  name  un- 
successful admirer  of  Lucy,  later  com- 
mits matrimony  in  another  direction. 

Mr.  T In  Manual  Training:  If  I 

were  you,  I'd  cut  my  legs  off  about  two 
inches! 

Chemistry  teacher :  Name  a  food  con- 
taining mineral  matter. 
Voice:  Rock  Candy! 
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At  The  Lunch  Counter 

"This  coffee  tastes  like  mud !" 

"Well  it  was  ground  this  morning." 

"Here's  ten  cents,  I  only  want  a  little 
bit." 

Polite  Salesgirl :  That's  all  you'll  get. 

Freshman  speaking  of  diets :  I  know 
a  feller  who  lived  on  onions  alone  for  a 
week. 

Second  Fresh:  Any  one  who  eats  on- 
ions should  be  made  to  live  alone. 

Senior :  Ever  drink  Jewish  coffee  ? 

Junior :  No !  What  is  it? 

Senior:  I  don't  know,  but  when  I  was 
getting  a  hot  dish,  the  girl  at  the  coun- 
ter asked,  "Jewish  coffee?"  (d'you  wish 
coffee)  ? 

You  may  feel  hungry  but — think  of 
the  horse,  no  matter  how  hungry  he  be- 
comes, he  cannot  eat  a  bit. 

Heard  in  42 

Drew  gazing  out  the  window :  There's 
a  man  with  a  wooden  leg. 

Voice :  That's  nothing.  Have  you  seen 
Mr.  Thompson's  cedar  chest? 

When  sharpening  a  chisel  should  be 
kept  wet  with  water,  else  it  will  become 
very  hot  and  lose  its  temper. 

Soph :  You  seem  pretty  proud  since 
you  gave  25  cents  to  the  Athletic  Asso- 
ciation. 

Freshie :  Sure !  I  just  did  my  two  bits. 

Could  he  mean  Constitutional  Amend- 
ments ? 

Chairman :  What  are  the  first  ten  com- 
mandments ? 

Swell  Affair 

Miss  Chapman :  The  Albany  Congress 
was  made  up  of  all  the  big  heads  in  the 
colonies. 

Dodge:  The  Germans  have  put  the 
mark  in  markets. 

Mr.  Burtt:  You're  a  bit  behind  your 
studies,  Woodworth. 

Voice:  Sure.  He  wants  to  pursue 
them. 


Librarian :  Here's  a  good  book  of  na- 
ture. 

Pupil :  What's  its  name  ? 
Lib :  "The  Life  of  a  Bee." 

Pupil:  Stung! 

Mr.  Blanchard:  Could  this  report  be 
written  any  other  way? 

"Bill"  Collins:  No,  that's  the  way  I 
wrote  it. 

At  The  Dance 

She :  You'd  be  a  good  dancer  but  for 
two  things. 

He:  What  are  they? 
She :  Your  feet ! 

First  Senior:  There  goes  Bill;  he's 
taking  up  book  keeping. 

Second  Ditto:  Book  keeping?  I 
thought  him  a  college  division  man. 

First  Senior:  Yes,  he's  had  my  French 
book  for  a  week  now. 

Teacher:  What  is  the  Hague  Tribu- 
nal? 

Pupil :  The  Hague  Tribunal  ar 

Teacher :  Not  are,  Tribunal  is 

Pupil :  The  Hague  Tribunal  isbitrates 
national  controversies. 

Durgan :  I  just  happened  to  think - 

Fisher:  I  thought  I  heard  something 
rattle. 

First  pupil :  Well,  I  passed  Cicero  to- 
day. 

Second  ditto :  Did  he  speak? 

Sophomore  to  Freshman:  What  do 
you  expect  to  be  when  you  grow  up, 
kid? 

Wise  Freshie:  A  man,  sir! 

Heard  at  the  Game 

"What  kind  of  spirit  strengthener 
does  Mac  carry  in  that  bag?  It  always 
sets  the  fellows  up  again. 

Mr.  Blanchard:  Why  did  the  author 
write  this  book? 

Class  in  unison :  For  money ! 

Teacher:  Give  an  example  of  a  "Rot- 
ten Borough." 

Small  voice:  Squantum. 

Mr.  Dawson:  Concerning  the  great 
negro  question — 

Daly:  A  dark  question,  indeed! 
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Back  Bow— MacQuarrie,  Mgr. ;  Reed,  T. ;   Dingwell,  G. ;  W.  L.  Webb,  F.  Mgr. ;  Cole,  B. ; 

Richman,  R,  G.;   Guinan,  R.  H.  B  ;  F.  B.  Mitchell,  Coach. 
Middle  i?ow-Neal,  L.  H.  B. ;     Barstow,    L.  T.;     Anderson,  R.  T.;     Guild    (Capt.)   R.  E.; 

Woodworth,  F.  B. ;   Arvesen,  L.  G. ;  Listman,  Q.  B. 
Front  Row— Bassett,  B. ;    Schenkelberger,  K  ;    Cliffe,  Q.  B. ;  Johnson,  G ;    MacLeod,  L.  EL 
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MacQuarrie  at  Waltham:  That  train 
should  leave  the  same  time  it  did  last 
week. 

Voice :  We're  seven  days  late  then, 
v     Miss  Shaw :  Did  King  Charles  get  on 
the  right  side  of  the  Irish? 

Voice :  No !  He  got  in  Dutch. 

Dingwell :  Well,  Farrell  will  always 
have  one  faithful  friend. 

"Who's  that?" 

D:  His  pipe!  After  all  desert  him  he 
can  still  draw  on  that. 

Miss  Shaw  to  pupils  laughing  at 
Dodge :  Stop  giggling !  Don't  you  know 
you're  laughing  at  absolutely  nothing? 

Mr.  Thomas :  Nitrogen  was  discovered 
accidentally. 

Whisper :  So  was  Hough's  Neck. 

Miss  Fitzgerald:  It  isn't  so  hard  to 
find  an  assigned  page. 

Arvesen :  It  is  when  you  can't  find  the 
book. 

Teacher  to  study  pupil  who  is  smiling : 
Do  you  see  anything  funny  in  here? 
Pupil:  No. 
j       Teacher :  Then  why  are  you  smiling  at 

'■  me? 

Drew   in   38:   Gee!   this   problem  of 
;;  drawing  reminds  me  of  a  cemetery. 
i;       Pitts:  How  so? 

Drew:  It's  a  grave  layout! 

Mr.  Dawson  pointing  to  "economics" : 
How  do  you  pronounce  this  word  class? 

Various  pronunciations  by  the  class.  # 

Mr.   D:    Those   who   pronounced    it 
"eek"  were  correct. 
.*-     Dodge:  What  is  this  small  motor? 

Mr.  B. :  A  small  generator,  Mr.  W— 
has  been  using.  I  don't  think  it's  work- 
ing ! 

Excited  teacher  at  phone :  Hello !  Who 
is  this  ?  Who's  this  I  say  ?  Voice  at  the 
other  end :  Haven't  time  to  guess  riddles. 
Tell  me  yourself  who  are  you. — Ex. 

Snuff 
"Sneagle." 

"Snotneagle,  snowl." 
"Sneither,  snostrich." 


How  Come? 

MacQuarrie  strained  a  tendon  in  his 
side  while  raising  his  hand  to  recite  in 
German  class. 

A  little  bit  of  writing  scribbled  on  the 

cuff, 
Helps  a  guy  remember  much  important 
stuff. 

Miss  FitzGerald:  Arvesen,  did  you 
tell  them  that  word? 

Arvesen :  I  shouldn't  wonder. 
Miss  F. :  I  don't  wonder  at  all ! 

Junior:  Gee!  I  can't  get  this  math 
lesson.  Teacher  said  somethin'  'bout 
finding  the  great  common  divisor. 

Senior:  Great  Scott!  Hasn't  Miss 
Thompson  found  that  yet?  Why  they 
were  looking  for  that  when  I  took  math. 

Miss  McKenna  speaking  of  Armistice 
Day :  We  need  more  memorandums  for 
the  dead  soldiers. 

Thatcher  in  English:  When  quite  a 
young  man  Samuel  Johnson  decided  to 
marry  his  wife. 

Miss  Shaw:  What  did  they  do  with 
clay  in  prehistoric  times. 

Voice  in  rear:  Play  marbles. 

Mr.  Blanchard:  So  you  believe  the 
teacher  gives  the  marks.  How  do  your 
marks  vary? 

Pupil :  The  last  two  were  good — 

Mr.  B. :  What  about  the  first? 

Pupil:  Well,  I  wasn't  well  acquainted 
with  «ov  first  teacher. 

Where's  the  school  a  goin'? 
And  what's  it  goin'  to  do  ? 
And  how's  it  going  to  do  it 
When  the  Seniors  all  get  through? 

The  next  edition  of  jokes  (will  be 
printed  on  tissue  paper,  so  the  school 
may  see  through  them  with  little  diffi- 
culty. 

Mr.  Webb:  What  about  the  census  of 
the  eastern  coast? 

Pitts,  scratching  his  head:  Well — 
through  this  section  the  people  are 
pretty  thick. 

Leon  Prior, 
Joke  Editor. 
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Old  Hi  Cost  Says 


A  frog  moves 
four  feet  to  a  ho]D 

And  a  man 
elevates  his  sole 

With  every  steb 


EDMONSTON'S 

CORNER  MAPLE  AND  CHESTNUT  STS. 


QDINCY,  MASS. 


It  Will  Pay  You 

TO  GET  OUR  PRICES 
BEFORE    YOU    BUY 


MUTUAL  FURNITURE 
CORPORATION 

1601-1603  HANCOCK  STREET 
QUINCY,  MASS. 

Tel.  Granite  52334  or  3142 


Are  you  interested  in 
PRINTING? 

Would  you  like  to  see 

AUTOMATIC  PRESSES 
AT   WORK? 

Have  you  seen  in  any  office 
Perforating  Machines  ? 

You  are  invited  to  visit  the 

Granite  City  Print 


The  Golden-Rod  Printed  Here 


Phone,  Quincy  2247 


A.  W.  PIERCE 


Portrait  Photographer 


Adams  Building, 


QUINCY,  MASS. 
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BLAIR 


1321   TREMONT  STREET,  BOSTON 


1434  HANCOCK  STREET,  QUINCY 
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GET  YOUR  MUSICAL  SUPPLIES 


—  AT- 


BAHR'S 


1454  HANCOCK  STREET,  QUINCY 


WE  CARRY  ALL  PARTS  FOR  VIOLINS,  STRINGS,  Etc. 


Comets,   to  Pupils      -    - 
Violin   Outfits,   to  Pupils 


$10.00 
11.00 


THE  CORSET  SHOP 

MISS  S.  E.  DUNPHY 
No.  8  MAPLE  STREET 

Telephone  893 -W 


QUINCY,   MASS. 


HEARN'S  DRUG  STORES 


HAVE  YOU  EVER  STOPPED  TO  ACQUAINT 
YOURSELF  WITH  THE  FACT  THAT  :  : 


:    :    Reliability    : 


IS    THE    NEVER-CHANGING    MOTTO    OF 
HEARN'S  DRUG  STORES?     :::::: 


1295  HANCOCK  STREET,  QUINCY 

312  BRIDGE  STREET,    NO.   WEYMOUTH 


Quincy 


Wellesley 


SUE  RICE  STUDIOS 

No.  9  CLIVEDEN  STREET 


THE  SHORT  STREET  WITH  THE   BRIGHT  LIGHTS 


Portraiture     .   .   .    Unusual 
Frames 


For  First  Class  Repairing 

VISIT  THE  

ATLANTIC  SHOE  HOSPITAL 

78  SAGAMORE  STREET 
ATLANTIC,  MASS. 


Full   Line   of 

HIGH-GRADE  SHOES  and  RUBBERS 

At    Low    Prices 


SPECIALTY   OF   CHILDREN'S  SHOES 


N.  E.  NELSON,  Prop. 


QUINCY 


V 

JOIN  THE 

STUDENTS'   CLUB 


AT  THE 


Y.  M.  C.  A. 


A  Complete  Assortment  of 

PENS     and     PENCILS 
GEORGE  M.   BARDEN 

STATIONER 


395  HANCOCK  STREET 


QUINCY  SQUARE 


Automobile  and  Bicycle  Tires 

1 

Vulcanized 

;           C  M.  PRICE  &  CO. 

WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL 

BABY    CARRIAGE    WHEELS    RETIRED 
BICYCLE    REPAIRING    AND    SUNDRIES    | 

!        Ice  Cream  Manufacturers 

!  Washington   Square                          WEYMOUTH 

JOHN  H.  TABB  &  SON         \ 

Telephone    340 

79  BEALE  STREET 

WOLLASTON 

I       Quincy  High  School 
i         Bradford  Library 

> 

Compliments   of 

JOHNSON'S  FLOWER  STORE 

1361    HANCOCK  STREET 

Compliments    of 

!         jH 

O.  E.  REYNOLDS  &  CO.         j 

cfs 

1  Quincy  Flowerphone: 

!  Granite  27S-W 
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CbnstrpEvs  ©ift  5^'e 

A\&Ke  tb.is  &  Furniture  Cbristrn&s 

JOIN    OUR    CHRISTMAS    CLUB 

BEGIN  AT  ONCE— BUY  YOUR  CHRISTMAS  PRESENTS 

Pay  us  $1.00  or  more  each  week  till  Christmas  towards  any  of  the  large  assortment 
of  beautiful  presents  we  offer  at  decidely  low  prices.  We  will  make  you  a  present 
of  10c  on  the  dollar,  in  merchandise  on  the  amount  of  your  purchase.  EXAMPLE 
If  your  purchase  is  $50.00  and  it  is  paid  for  in  full  before  delivery,  Christmas  Week, 
we  will  present  yon  $5.00  in  merchandise,  FREE. 
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[It 

SWING  HORSE 
From  $7.50  to  S24.00 


SHAW'S 

SPECIAL 

SLED    $1.29 


VELOCIPEDES 
From  $4.95  to  $21.00 


WE  HAVE 

A 

FULL  LINE 

OF  TOYS 


Irac 


30C 


3£ 


VISIT 
OUR 
GIFT 

IbuifuyeMflM.       SHOP 
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COMPLIMENTS  OF 


WOLLASTON    PUBLIC 
MARKET 


W.  A.  HURLBUT 


PHAR.  D. 


HOME-MADE  CANDY 


ICE  CREAM 


PRESCRIPTIONS  CAREFULLY  COMPOUNDED 


WOLLASTON 


MRS.  MARTHA  J.  DUCKER 


Wollaston  Shoe  Hospital 


SHOES  REPAIRED    :    :    :    : 

WITH  FIRST-CLASS  MATERIAL  AND  WORK 
IN  QUICKEST  POSSIBLE  TIME  


RUBBERS  FOR  THE  WHOLE  FAMILY 


WOLLASTON 


^^^^w^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^*^^^^^^^**^^'**^*^^ 


JUSTICE  OF  THE  PEACE 


NOTARY  PUBLIC 


WILLIAM  E.  BARNES 

REAL   ESTATE  INSURANCE 

Sagamore  Street  2  I  2   Hancock  Street 

ATLANTIC.  MASS. 

Telephones:     Granite  529 17 

Res.  Granite  1947-M 


HOME    BAKERY    AND    LUNCH 


76   Sagamore  Street.  ATLANTIC,    MASS. 


ROLLS  AND   CAKES 


Furnished   for  Parties  at   Short   Notice 


CANDIES 


SODAS 


ICE    CREAM 


GROCERIES 


MRS.  C.  E.  WOODS 


Newbury    Avenue 


ATLANTIC MASS. 


^    WHEN  YOU'VE  TIRED 

of  the  never-ending 
responsibility 

— Send  it  to  the  Laundry! 


"Still  Doing  Good  Work"  Trucks  All  Over  City 


AFTER     SCHOOL 

LET'S  GO  WHERE  THE  CROWDS  GO 

Quipcy  Tbe&tre 


"Entertainment  with  Refinement" 
LATEST    FEATURE    PICTURES 
Symphony  Orchestra 
MATINEES— 2  P.M.  EVENINGS  —  7.30 


EVERY  SUNDAY  EVENING- 
VAUDEVILLE  —  PICTURES 


THE  NATIONAL 
MOUNT  WOLLASTON  BANK 

Established  1853 

This  Bank,  as  a  National  Bank,  is  subject  to  the 
most  exacting  of  Federal  regulation  and  inspection 
and  it  shares  in  the  unity  and  the  strength  of  the 
Federal  Reserve  Bank  System. 


It  has  conducted  its  business  on  the  principle  of 
constructive  and  conservative  banking,  along 
progressive  lines,  for  over  sixty  years.  It  has 
gained  steadily  in  strength  and  in  the  confidence 
of  a  public  which  -recognizes  the  right  relationship 
between  service  and  compensation.  With  the 
co-operation  of  the  friends  it  has  made  it  expects 
to  continue  to  grow  both  in  its  capacity  and  its 
opportunity  to  serve,  and  to  that  end  invites  the 
patronage  to  which  it  believes  it  has  proved  itself 
entitled. 


Deposits  in  our  SAVINGS  DEPARTMENT  draw 
interest  at  4  per  cent  beginning  the  first  business  day 
of  each  month. 

The  Only  National  Bank  and  the  Only  Member 
of  the  Federal  Reserve  Bank  in  Quincy 


v/.  37  *-2. 


Northeastern  University 

SCHOOL  OF  ENGINEERING 


Class  in  Analytical  Chemistry  Laboratory,  Northeastern  University 

COURSES  OFFERED 

The  School  of  Engineering,  Northeastern  University,  offers  four-year  college  courses 
of  study,  in  co-operation  with  engineering  firms,  in  the  following  branches  of 
engineering,   leading  to  the  Bachelor's  degree: 

1.  Civil  Engineering  3.      Electrical  Engineering 

2.  Mechanical  Engineering  4.      Chemical  Engineering 

5.      Administrative  Engineering 

REQUIREMENTS  FOR  ADMISSION 

Graduates  of  the  Quincy  High  School  who  have  included  algebra  to  quadratics, 
plane  geometry  and  four  years  of  English  in  their  courses  of  study  are  aL.mi.ied 
without    examinations. 

EARNINGS 

The  earnings  of  the  students  for  their  services  with  co-operating  firms  vary  from 
$250  to   $600   per  year. 

APPLICATION 

An  application  blank  will  be  found  inside  the  back  cover  of  the  catalog.  Copies 
will  also  be  mailed  upon  request.  Applications  for  admission  to  the  school  in 
September,    1925,   should  be  forwarded  to  the  school  at  an  early  date. 

CATALOG 

For  catalog  or  any  further  information  in   regard  to  the  school,   address 

CARL  S.  ELL,  Dean 

School  of  Engineering  Northeastern  University  Boston  1 7,  Mass. 

316  Huntington  Avenue 


Please  Mention  The  Golden=Rod  When  Patronizing  Our    Advertisers 


GRADUATION  CLOTHES 

Not  just  Men's  Suits  in  small  size  —  but 
Suits  with  individual  character,  built  along  the 
right  line,  with  ability  to  take  punishment 
and  not  show  it,  in  a  word,  Suits  like  the  fellow 
they're  made  for         :  :     #         :  : 

$29.00 

OVERCOATS        -         -         -        FURNISHINGS 
The  Mens  and  Boys  Shop 

TALBOT- QUINCY  Inc. 

1 387  HANCOCK  STREET 


Quincy  Trust  Company 

Quincy,  Mass. 

"The  People's  Bank" 

1486  Hancock  Street  Branch  at  27  Billings  Road 

Quincy,  Mass.  Norfolk  Downs 

Checking  Department  Savings  Department 

We  operate  a  Savings  Department  under  the 
same  regulations  as  Savings  Banks.  Deposits 
therein  are  free  from  State  taxation       :        :        : 

Open  Saturday  evenings  7.00  to  10.00  o'clock 

H.  E.  CURTIS,  President 
E.  W.  BATES,  Treasurer 


Please  Mention  The  Golden-Rod  When  Patronizing  Our  Advertisers 


Quincy  High  School 
Bradford  Library 


WHEN  U  NEED 

BUILDING  MATERIAL  PLUMBING  SUPPLIES 

HEATING  EQUIPMENTS 
Telephone    Granite    2293 

L.  GROSSMAN  &,  SONS 

37  Federal  Ave.,   Quincy 


FOR    QUALITY    COAL 

And  Sudden  Service  —  Phone  Granite  2843 

GROSSMAN  COAL  CO.,  Inc. 

130   Granite    Street 
Where  your  neighbor  gets  his  coal 


THE  RICE  STUDIO 

9  Cliveden  St.         :         Quincy,  Mass. 

&e    PORTRAITURE  UNUSUAL    &e 

Special  Prices  for  Graduates 

FRAMES  FRAMES  FRAMES 


Please  Mention  The    GoIden=Rod  When  Patronizing  Our  Advertisers 


Basket  Ball  Equipment 


UNIFORMS 


BALLS 

$5.00  to  $15.00 

SHOES 

$3.00  to  $5.00 

-   JERSEY  PANTS  —  STOCKINGS 


1555  HANCOCK  STREET 


We  are  especially  prepared  to  handle 
Team  Equipment 

WESTLAISD'S 

Sporting  Goods 


Tel.  Granite  1 134 


DONAHER'S 

Men's  and  Boys'  Shoes 

1559  HANCOCK  ST. 

QUINCY 


Telephone  Granite  2247 


2fitej'ee 


portrait  pbotograpbet 

Adams  Building  :  Quincy 

Interiors        Home  Portrature 

Copying        Enlarging 

Commercial  Work 

Pictures  Framed 

Special  Rates  to  Graduates 


Tel.  Granite  2590 


QUINCY  CENTRE  GARAGE 


Studebaker   Motor   Cars 


1546  HANCOCK  STREhT 


QLINCY 


GEORGE  SCHWARTZ 


In  congratulating  the  Graduates  on 
the  completion  of  their  High  School 
course,  ice  express  the  icish  that  the 
courage  and  persistency  which  they 
have  exemplified  during  their  course 
may  be  the  foundation  for  a  continuing 
effort  to  manfully  meet  the  problems 
of  their  future 


QUINCY  ALHAMBRA  THEATRE 


Bv   FRED   B.    MIRTH V 
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NORTH  EASTERN      UNIVERSITY 

DAY  SCHOOL  OF  BUSINESS  ADMINISTRATION 

Training  for  Leadership : — Business,  Social,  Civic 

Two-year  and  four-year  courses  leading  to  Junior   Certificate   and   degrees  of  Batchelor  of 

Business  Administration  and  Master  of  Business  Administration. 

Fields  of  Specialization 

Accounting  Merchandising  Finance  and  Banking  Administration  Sales  Management 

Industrial  Management  Marketing  Personnel  Management 

Retail  Store  Management 

Progressive  Methods   of  Instruction 

Problem  method  of  Study,  Analysis  of  Actual  Business  Problems,  Home  Study  Projects,  Individual  and  Group  Sur- 
veys of  Business,  Motion  pictures  on  Basic  Industries,  Personal  Conferences  with  Executives. 

Student  Life 

Student  representation  from  many  states  and  countries.  Democratic  in  spirit.  Each  student's  voice  counts  in  every 
program.  Varsity  athletics  ;  basketball,  track,  soccer,  gymnasium  and  swimming  pool.  Dramatics,  glee  clubs, 
minstrels,  orchestra.     Wholesome  social  atmosphere  ;  fraternities,  and  other  student  organization. 

Freshman  Enrollment  Limited.    Early  application  for  admission  advisable  Catalog  on  Request 

TURNER  F.  GARNER,  Dean    Northeastern   University 
Boston  Young  Men's  Christian  Association  Boston  1  7,  Mass. 
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Compliments  of 

Granite  City  Garage 

8      HUPMOBILE      4 

1570-72  HANCOCK  ST.  QUINCY 

ISAAC  CUTLER,  Prop. 


SERVICE  QUALITY  SATISFACTION 

A  Motto  We  Always  Live  Up  To 
The  Next  Time  You  Need 

TIRES,   TUBES  or  ACCESSORIES 
Remember  Quincy's  Leading  Auto  Supply  Store 

MAC  &  MAC 

ELKS  BUILDING        :        QUINCY,  MASS. 

Our  Year  Round  Special 
FIRESTONE  CORD  TIRE  &  TUBES  30  x  3^  For  $10.88 
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INDUSTRY 

Industry  is  defined  as  habitual  dili- 
gence, this  meaning  taking  in  all  forms 
of  the  word.  It  is  a  known  fact  that  a 
piece  of  work  to  be  well  done  requires 
the  best  efforts  and  highest  skill  of  the 
workman. 

A  recent  speaker  at  the  High  School 
declared  that  the  four  greatest  assets  in 
life  begin  with  the  letter  I, — Integrity, 
Intelligence,  Imagination,  and  Industry. 
He  strongly  emphasized  that  of  these  In- 
dustry is  the  most  important,  although 
some  of  each  is  necessary  to  make  one's 
life  a  success.  His  statement  is  borne  out 
in  our  own  school.  Many  are  endowed 
with  intelligence,  but  because  they  make 
no  use  of  it,  become  drones  who  are  left 
to  struggle  along  in  a  deluge  of  unpre- 
pared school  work.  The  seniors  doubt- 
less have  a  slight  acquaintance  with  In- 
dustry,   but    few    have    profited    by    the 


acquaintance.  In  their  various  pursuits 
after  graduation,  they  will  begin  to  see 
the  meaning  of  the  word.  Perhaps  those 
who  are  preparing  for  college  will  obtain 
the  clearest  conception.  There  is  such 
a  crowding  of  the  institutions  of  learning 
throughout  the  country  that  strict  exam- 
inations are  required  of  every  student 
seeking  admission.  This  means  a  vast 
amount  of  hard  work  while  preparing  for 
the  examinations,  but  a  still  larger 
amount  if  they  are  passed.  In  college 
the  successful  candidates  will  be  in  com- 
petition with  a  group  of  workers;  their 
industry  must  then  come  to  the  fore  as 
the  only  means  of  keeping  their  work  in 
a  satisfactory  condition.  A  slight  lagging 
spells  doom;  for  college,  like  the  rest  of 
the  world,  will  not  tolerate  an  idler.  The 
non-college  students  will  not  be  without 
a  knowledge  of  industry,  however,  for  in 
their   work   they   too   will   be   contesting 
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with  trained  workers  who  are  striving  to 
succeed.  There  are  far  too  many  appli- 
cants for  business  positions  to  make  it 
safe  to  lag. 

This  leads  us  to  the  natural  conclusion 
that  we  must  all  work  with  an  active 
interest,  and  remember  that  "the  happiest 
man  is  he  who,  being  above  the  troubles 
that  money  brings,  has  his  hands  the 
fullest  of  work." 


A  NEW  YEAR 

To  some,  January  is  just  the  beginning 
of  a  new  year  on  the  calendar;  but  to 
others  it  marks  a  new  year  in  life.  To 
the  latter  it  has  a  meaning;  it  gives  them 
the  opportunity  to  change  for  the  better, 
a  chance  to  redeem  errors  made  in  the 
past.  It  offers  them  a  pause  in  which 
they  may  review  past  experiences;  they 
may  meditate  on  them  and  may,  in  the 
light  of  these  experiences  shape  their 
future. 

In  the  latter  class  the  Seniors  should 
be  found.  After  four  years  of  study  we 
are  setting  out  in  our  chosen  walks  in 
life.  Here,  it  is  up  to  us  into  which  class 
we  place  ourselves.  Some  are  planning 
further  education,  while  others  intend  to 
start  immediately  in  business  careers.  If 
we  wish  to  succeed  in  our  undertakings 
we  must  not  disregard  our  teachings,  but 
must  profit  by  them  and  by  every  other 
bit  of  knowledge  we  have  received.  Our 
future  lies  in  our  own  hands !  Let  us 
make  the  most  of  it. 


SCHOOL  SPIRIT  ONCE  MORE 

When  the  present  staff  began  prepar- 
ing the  Thanksgiving  issue  of  the  Golden 
Rod,  an  appeal  was  made  at  a  mass  meet- 
ing for  co-operation  from  the  school.  In 
a  short  time  home-room  agents  were  at 
work  procuring  subscriptions  and  teachers 
were  taking  the  responsibility  of  gather- 
ing material.  As  a  result  one  of  the 
largest  orders  of  paid  subscriptions  ever 
taken  in  the  school  was  placed  with  the 
printer. 


This  could  not  have  been  accomplished 
if  each  one  who  aided  had  not  felt  a 
degree  of  school  loyalty.  It  clearly  shows 
that  the  spirit  so  often  praised  in  connec- 
tion with  our  sports  is  elastic,  that  it 
stretches  to  reach  all  activities  that  are 
a  part  of  the  school. 

The  staff  has  greatly  appreciated  this 
co-operation,  and  wishes  to  thank  both 
students  and  members  of  the  faculty  for 
their  financial  support.  literary  contribu- 
tions, and  great  good-will. 


AFTER  GRADUATION 

Few  of  us  realize  what  our  High  School 
days  mean  until  they  are  ended.  We 
then  think  of  them  with  the  fondest  of 
memories,  but  believe  them  to  be  com- 
pletely lost  to  us.  We  need  not  become 
separated  from  our  Alma  Mater,  how- 
ever, for  we  have  many  ways  to  keep  in 
touch  with  the  school  life.  For  such  a 
purpose  the  Quincy  High  School  Club  of 
Northeastern  University  was  formed.  It 
plans  to  bring  the  Alumni  of  the  school 
and  the  student  body  into  closer  contact, 
and  proceeded  quite  a  bit  towards  its 
goal  at  a  recent  dance. 

One  way  to  retain  our  interest  in  school 
life  is  to  go  to  socials  such  as  this  where 
old  friendships  may  be  renewed  and  new 
ones  made.  Another  way  is  to  become 
interested  in  the  school  activities.  By 
attending  the  dramatics,  debates,  and 
sporting  events,  we  will  not  only  spend 
our  time  enjoyably,  but  will  be  helping 
worthy  objects.  Those  of  the  Alumni 
who  are  away  as  well  as  those  at  home, 
may  use  a  still  better  method  by  sub- 
scribing regularly  to  the  Golden  Rod. 


The  Golden  Rod  staff  sincerely  hopes 

that  the  student  body  will  substantially 
patronize  the  advertisers  who  have  helped 
make  our  magazine  a  success.  Remem- 
ber to  mention  the  Golden  Rod. 
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Aalto,  Laura 

Class  Day  Committee. 
"Silence  is  more  eloquent  than  words." 
Adams,  Natalie 

"There  is  no  courage  but  in  innocence, 
No  constancy  but  in  an  honest  cause." 
Applebaum,  Jacob  "Jakie" 

"Whence  is  thy  learning?     Hath  thy  toil 
O'er  books  consumed  the  midnight  oil?" 
Arbuckle,  Evelyn  "Ev" 

Dance  Committee   1924. 
"For  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  see 
The  pretty  follies  that  themselves  commit." 
Asnes,  Lena  "Lee" 

"Give   me   a   standing  place   and   I    will   move 
the  earth." 
Asnes,  Morris  "Mush" 

"A  chip  of  chance  weigheth  more  than  a  pound 
of  wit." 
Briggs,  Dorothy  "Dot" 

Glee  Club,  Basketball. 
"So  I  told  them  in  rhyme, 
For  of  rhyme  I  had  store." 
Burroughs,  Henrietta 

"Hennie"     "Honey" 
Dnnce  Committee,  Candy  Girl. 
"Thy  modesties  are  candles  to  thy  merits." 
Call,  Virginia 

"By  doubting  we  come  to  the  truth." 
Campbell,  Myrtle 

"If  eyes  were  made  for  seeing, 
Then  beauty  is  its  own  excuse  for  being." 
Carlson,  Henry  "Hennie" 

"Few   things    are    impossible    to    diligence   and 
skill." 
Chrisom,  Margaret  "Peg" 

"Little  by  little,  the  time  goes  by — 
Short    if    vou    sing    through    it,    long    if    you 
sigh." 
Crowley,  John 

"Wisdom  sometimes  walks  in  clouted  shoes." 
Curran,  Joseph  "Joe" 

Track,  1924. 

"His  talents  were  of  the  more  silent  class." 
Cutler,   Henry  "Ikey"     "Hen" 

Baseball,    Senior    Dramatics,    Athletic   Council, 
Reception     Committee,     Athletic    Editor    of 
Golden   Rod,  Christmas  Play,   '22. 
"The  fashion  wears  out  more  apparel  than  the 
man." 
De  Boer,  Mable 

"Speech  is  of  time;  silence  is  of  eternity." 

Dickey,  Fred 

Senior  Dramatics. 
"Where  ignorance  is  bliss 
'Tis  folly  to  be  wise." 


Edwards,  Corinne  "Co-run"  "Ebenezer" 
Basketball,  '21,  '22,  '23,  '24. 
"The  voice  of  the  school-girl  rallies  the  ranks, 
Play  up!  Play  up!  And  play  the  game." 
Fay,  Robert  "Bob" 

Class  History,  Pin   Committee. 
"'Anything    but    history,    for    history    must    be 
false." 
Gelotte,  Gunnar  "Gunk" 

President    of    Class,    Dance    Committee,    Dra- 
matics,   Debating    Society,    Dramatics   Com- 
mittee. 
"None  was  like  him:  No,  not  one, 
From  other  men  he  stood  apart." 
Ghighli,  Natalie  "Nat" 

"A  happy  tempered  bringer  of  the  best  out  of 
the  worst." 

Guilhop,  Mabel  "Migs" 

Thalia  Club,  Class  Prophecy,  Class  Day  Play. 
"The  smile  that  was  childlike  and  bland." 

Halonen,  Esther       "Blondy"     "Nora" 
Dramatics,  Candy  Girl. 
"If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  fall, 
Look  on  her  face  and  you'll  forget  them  all." 

Hanson,  Melba 

"Great  joys,  like  griefs,  are  silent." 

Hezelton,  Margaret  "Peggy" 

"A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream." 

Holmes,  Ruth  "Ruthie" 

Class  Song  Committee. 
"Cupid  is  a  blind  gunner." 

Holteen,  Corinne  "Bobsy" 

Basketball  2,  Glee  Club,  Pin  Committee,  Class 
Song  Committee,  Candy  Girl,  Exchange  Edi- 
tor of  Golden  Rod. 
"She  slowly  swung  her  heavy  ringlets 
Till  they  touched  her  smile." 

Hoyle,  Edward  "Eddie" 

"He  led  his  regiment  from  behind, 
(He  found  it  less  exciting.)" 

Johnson,  Dorothy  "Dottie" 

Reception  Committee,  Candy  Girl. 

"Politeness    costs    nothing    and    gains    every- 
thing." 
Johnson,  Henrietta  "Henri" 

Glee  Club,  Class  Song  Committee. 

"Virtue  is  the  one  and  only  nobility." 

Johnson,  Ruth  "Ruthie" 

Glee  Club,  Basketball. 
"I'll  not  confer  with   Sorrow 

Till  tomorrow;  but  Joy  shall  have  her  sway 

This  very  day." 

Johnson,  Theodore 

"And  all  your  fortune  lies  beneath  your  hat." 
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Kennedy,  John  "Ken" 

Class  Treasurer.  Debating  Society,  Class  Will. 

Reception  Committee.   Class  Day  Play. 
"He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe  one; 
Exceeding  wise,  fair-spoken,  and  persuading." 
Klingenhagen,  Barbara  "Barb" 

Class  Day  Committee,  Candy  Girl. 
"Pride  goeth  before  destruction, 
And  an  haughty  spirit  before  a  fall." 
Kunkel,  Ethel  "Tudy" 

"Some   folks    seem    glad    even   to    draw   their 
breath." 
Kuperman,  Pearl  "Pearly" 

"Swing  away  sorrow;  cast  away  care." 
Lahey,  Margaret  "Peg" 

"A  happy  disposition  is  a  gift  of  nature." 
Lane,  Loretta 

"Argument  for  a  week,  laughter  for  a  month, 
and  a  good  jest  forever." 
LlTTLEFIELD,   PaUL 

"A  fool  amongst  philosophers, 
But  a  philosopher  amongst  fools." 
MacLeod,  Norman  "Bud" 

Track.  '23,  '24. 

"The  first  of  virtues  is  to  restrain  the  tongue; 
he  is  nearest  God 
Who  knows  the  rule  of  silence." 
Maloney,  Edward  "Ed" 

Joke  Editor  of  Golden  Rod,  Debating  Society, 

Class  Day  Play. 
"As  a  wit,  if  not  first. 
In  the  very  first  line." 
Manneros,  Julia 

"Hath  the  spirit  of  all  beauty 
Kissed  you  in  the  path  of  duty?" 
Mardon,  Marjorie  "Margie" 

Orchestra. 

"There  is  a  garden  in  her  face 
Where  roses  and  white  lilies  grow." 
Marr,  Margaret  "Marg" 

Class  Secretary.  Class  Song,  Glee  Club,  Alumni 
Editor   of    Golden    Rod,    Thalia   Club,   Class 
Day  Play,  Candy  Girl,  Basketball. 
"A  truer,  nobler,  trustier  heart, 
More  loving  or  more  kind, 
Never  beat  within  a  human  breast." 

Martineau,  Beatrice  "Bea" 

Thalia  Club. 

"Ay!  But  books  and  notes  must  go  together." 

Morris,  Elizabeth  "Libby" 

Glee  Club,  Basketball. 

"A    pleasant    possession    is    useless    without    a 
comrade." 
Morton,  John  "Pat" 

"As  silent  as  the  pictures  on  the  wall." 
Neal,  Gladys  "Glad-Eyes" 

Basketball   '24,   Cheer  Leader  '24,  Class  Will, 
Class     Day    Committee,    Class     Day     Play, 
Property   Manager  of  Dramatics. 
"How    slight    a    chance    may    raise    or    sink    a 
soul." 


Xickerson,  Clarence  "Cag" 

Dramatics    Committee.    Reception    Committee, 
President    of   Debating   Society    '24,   Tennis, 
Cheer    Leader,    Glee    Club,    Orchestra,    Dra- 
matics. Publicity  Manager  of  Golden  Rod. 
"I  never  dare  to  write  as  funny  as  I  can." 
Noble,  George 

Class  Song  Committee,  Capt.  Golf  Team. 
"The  glory,  jest,  and  riddle  of  the  world." 
O'Brien,  Walter  "Wally" 

Baseball,  Basketball,  Track. 
"Never  a  trouble,  never  a  frown." 
O'Connell,  Evelyn  "Eve"    "Ev" 

Dramatics. 

"The  crimson  glow  of  modesty  o'er  spread 
Her    cheek,    and    gave    new    lustre    to    her 
charms." 
Ohman,  Annie 

"She  that  complies  against  her  will 
Is  of  her  own  opinion  still." 
Olson,  Harold 

"Alas!     The  love  of  women! 
It    is    known    to    be    a   lovely    and    a   fearful 
thing." 

Overlook,  Mabel      -  "Mae" 

Glee  Club. 

"A   smile   that  fills  a   gloomy  room  with   sun- 
shine." 
Phillips,  Lazarus 

"Leisure  without  books  is  death,  burial  alive." 
Pinel,  Arthur  "Artie" 

Baseball. 

'"Fickle  as  a  changeful  dream." 
Piper,  Laura 

"The  ornament  of  a  meek  and  quiet  spirit." 

PUSKALA,  ILMI  "HI'' 

Thalia   Club. 

"You  have  the  gift  of  impudence: 
Be    thankful,    every    man    has    not    the    like 
talent." 
Redlon,  Frances  "Frannie" 

Basketball. 

"Her  limbs  were  cast  in  womanly  mould, 
For  hardy  sports  or  contest  bold." 

Riihimaki,  Helen 

Quincy-Bridgewater  Club. 
"Care' whom  not  the  gayest  can  outbrave, 
Pursues  its  victim  to  the  grave." 
Ross,  Christina  "Teenie" 

'There    are    times    when    patience    proves    at 
fault." 
Russell,  Henry  "One-Step" 

"For  the  love  of  money  is  the  root  of  all  kinds 
of  evil." 
Savage,  Gertrude  "Gert" 

Science  Club,  Nominating  Committee,  Quincy- 
Bridgewater  Club,  Candy  Girl,  News  Editor 
of  Golden  Rod,  Basketball,  Class  Day  Play. 
"Today  whatever  may  annoy, 
The  word  for  me  is  joy,  just  simple  joy." 
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Savary,  William 
Debating  Society. 
"One  may  smile  and 

Saylor,  Clara 

Glee  Club,  Basketball. 


"Uncle  Bill" 


"Bud" 

a  brute." 

"Moll" 


smile  and  be  a  villain." 

"Bobbie" 

Decoration  Committee, 
Pin    Committee,    Dance    Committee,    Candy 
Girl,   Literary  Editor  of  Golden   Rod,  Class 
Song,    Vice-Pres.    and    President    of    Thalia 
Club,  Class  Day  Play,  Photograph  Commit- 
tee, Class   Prophecy. 
"Fame  is  the  thirst  of  youth. — 
But   I   am  not  so  young  as  to   regard   men's 
frown  or  smile." 
Shorter,  Wade 

"The  man  that  blushes  is  not  quite 

Silverman,  Mollie 
Orchestra. 
"The  sincere  alone  can  recognize  sincerity." 

Smith,  Emmett 

"He  wears  the  rose  of  youth  upon  him." 

Souden,  Alexander  "Alex" 

Editor-in-Chief    of    Golden    Rod,    Secretary    of 

Debating'  Society,     Decoration     Committee, 

Class   Day  Play. 

''His  life  was  gentle;  and  the  elements 

So  mixed  in  him  that  Nature  might  stand  up 

And  say  to  all  the  world,  'This  was  a  man.' ': 

Sprowl,  Frederick  "Sheik" 

Stitt,  Mollie  "Rusty" 

"A  still,  small  voice." 
Glee  Club. 
"'Chance  lights  on  the  side  of  the  prudent." 


Tarbox,  William  "Bill" 

Debating    Society,   Nominating   Committee. 
"But  when  I  tell  him  he  hates  flatterers, 
He  says  he  does,  being  then  most  flattered." 
Thomas,  Rachel  "Ray" 

Thalia  Club. 

"Comej   my  best   friends,  my  books,   and  lead 
me  on." 
-  Trask,  Theodore  "Ted" 

Nominating  Committee,  Decorating  Committee, 
Dramatics,    History  and   Prophecy   Commit- 
tee, Class  Song  Committee. 
"Far  may  we  search  before  we  find 
A  heart  so  manly  and  so  kind." 
Varley,  Joseph 

"Go  on  Bill,  I'll  follow  you." 
Yolpe,  Sabastino 

"A  little  nonsense  now  and  then 
Is  relished  by  the  best  of  men." 
Walder,  Alice 

"Rare   is   the   agreement 
modesty." 
Wennberg,  Carl 

"The  future  I   may   now 
The  past  I  proved." 
Westland,  Mkiam 

Vice-President    Class,    Capt.    Basketball,    Prop- 
erty Manager  Dramatics,  Candy  Girl,  Dra- 
matics Committee: 
"A  mighty  hunter,  and  her  prey  was  man." 

Zanotti,  Lucy  "Lou" 

Thalia  Club. 

"One  good  turn  deserves  another." 


between 


face, 


"Joe" 


"Al" 

beauty    and 


"Marie" 


Class  Song 

Clara  Saylor 
Chorus  by  Margaret  Marr 


Quincy  High  School,  now  we  leave  thee, 
Hearts  aflame  with  faith  and  pride," 
Thou  hast  reared  us,  strong  and  mighty, 
Thou,  our  friend,  our  hope,  our  guide. 
May  thy  teachings  always  lead  us  - 
To  a  goal  supreme  and  high; 
To  an  everlasting  triumph 
Onward,  upward,  lead  us  nigh. 


Let  our  voices  rise  in  glory, 
Sing  our  praise  to  Quincy  High; 
Laud  her  standards,  laud  her  beauty, 
Love  and  honor  days  gone  by. 
■  As  our  parting  hour  draws  nearer 
•  Let  us  dwell  on  Quincy's  fame, 
And  with  tend'rest,  sweetest  blessings 
One  and  all  respect  her  name. 


Chorus 
Quincy  High  School!     Alma  Mater! 
Thee  we  praise  with  rl0ud  acclaim; 
May  we,  by  thy  precepts  molded, 
Live  to  honor  thy  fair  name. 
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Little  Ado  About  Something 

A  Prognostication  in  One  Act 
Presented  at  the  Class  Day  Exercises  of  the  Class  of  February,  1925 
Prophecy  History  Will 


Mabel  Guilhop  Robert  Fay 

Clara  Saylor  Theodore  Trask 

Advisers:       Elizabeth  Dawson,  Helen  Richards 

CAST  OF  CHARACTERS 

{In  order  of  appearance) 

Jr 


Gladys  Neal 
John  Kennedy 


First  Witch 

Second  Witch 

Third  Witch , 

Spirit  of  F.  '25 _ 

Mayor _ — 

Editor  

Secretary  __.. 


. Elizabeth  Morris 

CORINNE  HoLTEEX 

_ Loretta  Lane 

Mabel  Guilhop 

John  Kexxedy 

Alex.  Soudex 

...Gladys  Xeal 


PROLOGUE 
Time — A  few  weeks  after  graduation 
Scene — Lonely  place  in  Squantum 
{As  the  curtain  goes  up  a  clock  strikes 
twelve  times.    The  stage  is  in  half  dark- 
ness, and  in  the  center  is  a  large  caul- 
dron which  is  steaming  over  a  fire.   Three 
witches   in  grotesque   attire  are  dancing 
around  it.) 

All: 
"The  weird  sisters,  hand  in  hand, 
Posters  of  the  sea  and  land. 
Thus  do  go  about,  about 
Thrice  to  thine  and  thrice  to  mine, 
And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine. 
Peace !   The  charm's  wound  up." 

First  Witch  :     {Looking  into  the   caul- 
dron ) : 

Aha!  my  sisters,  what  have  we  here: 
It  looks  for  us  a  prosperous  year! 

Second  and  Third  Witches: 

What's  there,  O  sister  wise  and  bold. 
Is't  precious  things,  or  gems,  or  gold: 

First  Witch  : 

'Tis  the  spirit  of  the  class  of  F  '25, 
Which,  as  yet,  is  not  alive  .  .  . 
But  we  will  put  into  this  pot, 
And  boil  them  'till  they're  very  hot, 
The  things  that  will  bring  back  the  life, 
And  memories  of  school  day  strife. 

All: 


Edward.  Jr Edward  Maloxey 

Maid  „ .....Clara  Saylor 

Mrs.  Kennedy ™ _ ..Margaret  Marr 

Teacher  _ Ruth  Johxsox 

Chemist __ _Rachel  Thomas 

Inventor „ George  Noble 

Librarian Gertrude   Savage 

Oh.  all  is  fair  and  fair  is  foul, 

So  we  possess  the  right  to  prowl ! 

Let's  boil  the  collection  we  have  made 

And  see  if  we  shall  well  be  paid. 
First  Witch: 

The  doom  and  fate  of  Quincy  High 

\\  e  are  about  to  prophesy; 

To  tell  the  future  we  shall  strive 

Of  the  class  of  February  '25. 

Many  things  we'll  put  in  this  pot. 

And  do  our  best  to  make  things  hot. 
Third  Witch,   {Throwing  in  something; 

such    as    old   shoes,    tin    cans,   papers, 

etc.): 

In  goes  the  slang  of  Quincy  High; 

Behold!    The  sparks  are  flying  by! 

Mr.  Upham's  home  lessons  in  here  are 
placed, 

And   the   names    of   those    he   has   dis- 
graced. 
Second  Witch: 

Here  go  the  dumbells  of  the  class, 

And  all  the  notes  the}"  tried  to  pass, 

Anticipations  of  the  new  High  School, 

Deportment  marks  for  those  who  fool; 
First  Witch: 

Here  go  Bob  Fay's  kinky  hair, 

The  stylish  clothes  Henry   Cutler  did 
wear, 

The  steam  engine  talk  of  Loretta  Lane. 

And  all  exams  that  gave  great  pain. 
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Second  Witch: 

This  is  the  cast  from  "Under  Cover," 
And  all  the  pupils  who  need  to  hover 
About  Mr.  Jewell  'most  every  night 
With  the  hope  their  make-up  would  be 
right. 

Third  Witch: 

Here  are  Miss  Thompson's  blackboard 

and  chalk, 
And  the  shoes  worn  out  by  that  black- 
board walk. 
Here  the  poems  Miss  Giles  made  boys 

learn, 
And  all  the  scoldings  they  did  not  earn. 

Second  Witch,   {Very  seriously): 

Next,  Mr.  Collins'  scowls  and  frowns,  ' 
Then,  English  Grammar,  and  Oh,  those 
nouns ! 

Third  Witch: 

Here's  one  that'll  make  the  spirit  toss, 
The  many  freckles  of  Christina  Ross. 
Helen  Riihimaki's  constant  chatter, 
In  it  goes  with  all  the  batter. 
Here  are  all  the  teachers  wise; 
Now  Marjorie's  vamping  eyes, 
The  girl  who  almost  went  insane, 
While  inventing  a  way  of  stopping  rain. 

First  Witch  : 

And  now  here  goes  the  end  of  our  list: 
Lucy  Zanotti's  name!  Behold  the  mist! 
(Mist   arises   from   the  cauldron,   and 

from    behind    a    moving    bush    Spirit    of 

February  '25  creeps  on  hands  and  knees. 

The  Spirit  stops  in  front  of  the  caiddron 

and  the  mist  disappears.) 

First  Witch: 

Stand  up,  Spirit  of  February  '25,  we've 

set  you  free; 
Now  dance  and  ever  so  merry  be. 

Spirit,   (Straightening  up  ivith  difficulty 
and  hanging  head) : 
Oh,  I  can't!  Have  mercy,  I  beg! 
I  no  longer  dance,  I've  a  wooden  leg. 

Second  Witch: 

What  is  it,  I  pray,  that  makes  you  ail? 
Hurry,  we're  waiting  for  your  tale. 

Spirit,  (Sadly) : 

My   class  has   already   begun  to  drift 

apart 
Saddening  and  breaking  my  very  heart, 
Forgotten  so  soon  are  the  friendships 

dear; 
And  now  I  live  in  constant  fear 


That  soon  I,  too,  will  cease  to  exist, 
And  my  name  be  among  the  forgotten 

list. 
So  worried  am  I,  I  forget  how  to  dance. 
And  I've  only  the  very  smallest  chance, 
Ever  again  to  wear  pretty  things, 
Or  be  a  merry  Spirit  that  sings. 
All  Witches: 

Dance  we  say  or  your  punishment 
Will  be  everlasting  banishment! 
Spirit: 

Oh  no!    Not  that!     I  want  to  live, 
I'll  give  you  all  I  have  to  give. 
First  Witch: 

Spirit  of  February  '25  do  your  best 
Your  reputation  will  do  the  rest. 
(First  Witch  plays  on  the  harmonica, 
second  on  a  ukelele,  and  the  third  beats 
time  on  a  drum,  as  the  Spirit  tries  to 
dance.  She  succeeds  only  in  turning  cart- 
wheels and  doing  mixed  dance  steps. 
Spirit  sinks  down  exhausted  and  Witches 
stop  playing.) 

Third  Witch  : 

You've  tried,  little  friend,  to  please, 
So  set  your  weary  mind  at  ease. 

Second  Witch: 

You  cannot  dance  at  present,  we  see, 
But  perhaps  the  time  is  yet  to  be. 

First  Witch: 

Oh,  yes,  we'll  show  you  something  nice 
(The  Witches  begin  again  to  throw  into 

the  cauldron  various  articles.) 

To  Third  Witch: 

Sister,  throw  in  those  much  used  dice, 
Throw    in    Miss    Armstrong's    sunny 

smile, 
And  heap  the  deficiencies  in  one  great 

pile, 
Put   in   hot  air   from   Mr.  McColley's 

room, 
Now    ride    around    on    your    faithful 

broom ! 

To  Second  Witch: 

Sister,     find     Rachel     Thomas'     good 

marks, 
And  Edward  Maloney's  various  larks, 
Throw  them  in  with  all  the  gum, 
And  we  shall  see  what  then  will  come. 
(Three  Witches  ride  around  on  brooms, 

zvhile  the  Spirit  sits  dejectedly  on  a  log. 

Second  and  third    Witches  sit  on  either 
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side  of   the  Spirit  and  the  First    Witch 

stirs  the  cauldron.) 

Third  Witch  : 

Tell  us  what  you  see  in  there, 
And   we   will   listen   with    interest   and 
care. 

First  Witch,   (Excitedly): 

Aha !  I  see  the  famous  banker.  Fay, 
Giving   his   confidant.   Henry   Carlson, 

his  pay. 
And  there's  "Cag"  Xickerson,  our  fa- 
mous actor; 
What's  that:    Mercy  me!   He  whacked 

her! 
Oh,  that's  all  right,  it's  only  a  play, 
And  the  leading  lady  must  be  treated 

that  way. 
Evelyn  O'Connell  plays  with  "Cag." 
\\  hy,  whatever  is  in  that  great  big  bag: 
Ah.  yes.    It's  the  money  of  millionaire 

Wade  Shorter, 
That's  to  buy  some  jewels  for  his  fav- 
orite daughter. 
Here  are  two  girls  who  are  dressedjn 

white, 
They're  brides?    No,  my  guess  is  not 

right. 
For  it's  the  capable  Julia  Manneros, 
And   her   companion    nurse,    Christina 

Ross. 
Who's  that:    Oh,  I  had  no  need  to  ask 
It's    our   distinguished    senator,   Theo- 
dore Trask. 
Second  Witch: 

Oh.  a  little  pig  is  flying  by, 

It    squeaks    and    squawks;    I    wonder 

why ! 
A  little  sausage  it  will  be 
At  Frannie  Redlon's  factory, 
For  she  has  planned  all  pigs  to  grind, 
And  anything  else  that  she  can  find, 
Which  can  be  made  into  sausage  meat. 
Oho;  she's  got  him  by  the  feet! 
First  Witch: 

But  now  a  great  event  is  coming, — 
I  hear  gay  voices  and  merry  humming. 
So  we,  good  friends,  will  disappear, 
And  each  will  be  for  himself  a  seer. 
All  Witches: 
•"When  shall  we  three  meet  again, 

In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain:" 


Second  Witch: 

After  this  little  scene  is  o'er, 
V\  e'll  meet  each  other  as  of  yore. 
Third  Witch: 

The  tired  Spirit  has  fallen  asleep, 
We'll    leave    it   here,    but   watch    we'll 
keep. 
All  Witches: 
"Oh,  Spirit  of  February  '25 
\  cu  we've  made  to  be  alive, 
Y\  hen'st    thou     awake    have    different 

dress, 
And  with  thy  dancing  have  success. 
( Witches  dance  off  the  stage,  leaving 
the  Spirit  sleeping  with  her  head  on  the 
log.    First  Witch  uses  exit  I ;  second  and 
third  Witches  exit  V .) 

(Curtain!) 

SCENE  II 

FARE  IS  FOWL 
Toie:     The  future — evening. 
Scene:     Living  room  of  Mayor -Ken- 
nedy's  home.      (The  Mayor  and   editor 
are  seated  opposite  each  other.) 
Editor:     It    surely    will    make    a    good 
heading  for  the  Patriot-Ledger!  "Not- 
ed inventor  visits  his  old  home  town." 
I'm  glad  you  invited  me  here  to  see 
him.     To   think   one   of  our   old   pals 
should  become  so  famous ! 
Mayor:     But  George  Noble  was  good  in 
that  line.     I  can  just  picture  him  now. 
Remember  how  good  he  used  to  be  for 
inventing  answers  to  Mr.  Webb's  his- 
tory questions: 
Editor:     I  surely  do!     I  remember  that 
whole   class.     We  plagued   more  than 
one    teacher.      But   then,   .we    were    a 
brilliant     crowd.       There's    our    class 
president,  now,  Gunnar  Gelotte,  who  is 
the    Governor    of    Massachusetts,    and 
Laura  Aalto,  and  Beatrice  Martineau, 
the   Congresswomen.      What   ever   be- 
came of  Henry  Russell:    I  used  to  like 
to  hear  him  give  Literary  Digest  top- 
ics.   He'd  walk  right  to  the  front  of  the 
room  and  give  a  long  speech,  much  to 
the  satisfaction  of  us  all. 
Mayor:     Oh,   the   last   I    heard   he   was 
touring  the  country  giving  lectures;  . 
believe    his     subject    was:     "What    I 
Didn't  Learn  at  School." 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


15 


Editor:  I'll  wager  he's  still  giving 
them!  Did  you  know  Elizabeth  Mor- 
ris is  now  a  gym  teacher?  And  then, 
there's  Miriam  Westland,  the  movie 
star. 
{Enter  Secretary) 

Secretary:  You're  wanted  on  the  tele- 
phone. 

Mayor:  All  right,  Gladys,  suppose  you 
stay  and  entertain  Mr.  Souden.  Alex, 
this  is  Gladys  Neal  of  the  class  of 
February  '25.  Surely  you  remember 
her? 

Editor:     Why,  of  course! 
{Exit  Mayor.) 

The  Mayor  told  me  he  had  a  new 
secretary,  but  I  didn't  expect  to  meet 
you  here. 

Secretary:  Won't  it  seem  good  to  see 
George:  Too  bad  more  of  the  old 
crowd  couldn't  be  here  to  welcome 
him.  Lena  Asnes  has  gone  to  Wash- 
ington to  see  about  a  patent  for  her 
permanent  waver,  and  Virginia  Call  is 
busy  getting  a  copyright  for  her  new 
history  book.  Our  famous  humorist, 
Edward  Maloney.,  is  expected  any  mo- 
ment, though,  and  Ruth  Johnson  and 
Rachel  Thomas  said  they  would  try 
to  come. 

Editor:  Ruth's  teaching  at  the  High 
School,  isn't  she?  And  what's  Rachel 
doing? 

Secretary:  She  taught  for  a  while,  too, 
but  I  think  at  present  she  is  engaged 
in  writing  a  chemistry  book. 

Editor:  Well,  I  do  hope  she'll  eliminate 
all  such  things  as  balanced  equations ! 
I  used  to  juggle  those  things  for  hours, 
and  then  put  the  wrong  thing  on  the 
right  side ! 

{Enter   the   Mayor    zvith    worried    ex- 
pression.) 

Mayor:  What  luck!  Edward  Maloney 
and  his  wife  have  been  called  suddenly 
away,  and  they've  asked  me  to  take 
care  of  Edward,  Jr.  He's  on  his  way 
here  now. 

Editor:  Well,  why  look  so  glum  about 
it?  Won't  Junior  be  a  good  substitute 
to  welcome  George? 

Secretary,  {Laughing) :  Edward,  Jr. 
happens  to  be  a  chip  off  the  old  block! 


Editor:  You  mean  he's  full  of  fun  as 
Eddy  was?  I  can  hardly  wait  until 
he  comes. 

Mayor:  Curb  your  enthusiasm  or  Jun- 
ior will  do  it  for  you  !  He's  worse  than 
his  father  ever  thought  of  being.  Last 
time  he  was  here  he  nearly  drowned 
us  all,  trying  to  find  out  how  much 
water  a  bathtub  would  hold  without 
running  over  .  .  .  Oh,  yes, — you'll 
want  to  see  him! 

Secretary:  He's  a  nice  boy,  though!  I 
wonder  when  Rachel  and  Ruth  will 
come. 

Mayor:  x<\ny  moment  now.  My  wife 
has  gone  to  bring  them  here  in  the  car. 
By  the  way,  I  was  talking  to  Judge 
John  Crowley  this  morning  and  he 
told  me  something  that  amused  me. 

Editor:  Was  one  of  your  hot-headed 
rivals  put  in  the  cooler? 

Mayor:  No,  but  he  told  me  traffic  cop 
Paul  Littlefield  had  just  arrested  Mr. 
Collin's  daughter  for  speeding! 

Secretary:  Goodness!  How  fast  was 
she  going? 

Mayor:  The  judge  didn't  say,  but  he 
said  she  had  it  all  over  the  famous 
racer,  Fred  Dickey. 

Editor:  Just  like  her,  isn't  it?  Remem- 
member  when  they  had  the  old  Ford, 
and  she  couldn't  see  why  her  Daddy 
didn't  buy  a  nicer  car? 

Secretary:  She  has  a  seven  passenger 
"Morton"  hasn't  she? 

Mayor:  Yes,  I  believe  John  Morton, 
the  maker,  taught  her  how  to  drive  it. 

Editor:     What's  on  the  radio  tonight? 
Secretary,  {Reading  from  newspaper) : 

Station   C.    O.   D.,   the   Morris   Asnes 

Stores,  Quincy,  will  broadcast  at  7.30. 

The  program  is  as  follows:     A  solo  by 

Dorothy  Johnson. 
Editor,    {Looking   at   watch) :     It's   too 

late  to  hear  it,   and  I  would  like  to. 

She  always  had  a  sweet  voice. 
Secretary:     The  next  number  is  a  talk 

by   Mollie   Stitt  on   how  to   keep   the 

hair  beautiful. 
Mayor:     She  certainly  has  a  fine  beauty 

parlor.  My  wife  obtained  a  wave  there 

that  lasted  a  month. 
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Editor:  What  happened  to  Corinne 
Edwards?  She  used  to  have  pretty- 
hair. 

Secretary:     She  is  the  president  of  all 
the  Girl  Scout  organizations;  she  loves 
that  kind  of  work. 
{Bell  rings.) 

Mayor:     That    must    be    George.      Ed- 
ward, Jr.  wouldn't  come  so  quietly. 
{Goes   to   the  door  at  right):      Why! 
why!     Junior!     Are  vou  sick: 
(Edward,     Jr.     enters,     looking     back 

cautiously.) 

Junior:     Sh!  —  Listen! 
(All  look  about  anxiously.) 

Mayor:  What's  the  matter:  I  don't 
hear  anything. 

Junior:  Don't  vou:  {Laughs.)  Neither 
do  I! 

Mayor:  What  do  you  mean  by  scaring 
us  all  like  that?  Now  see  here,  Ed- 
ward, you're  going  to  behave  tonight 
or  I'll  lock  you  up.  We  expect  the 
famous  inventor,  George  Noble,  and  I 
don't  want  you  to  bother  him. 

Junior:  Is  that  the  gink  Dad's  always 
raving  about?  Who  went  to  school 
with  him? 

Secretary:  \es,  and  you're  going  to  be 
nice  to  him,  aren't  you,  Junior? 

Editor:  You  bet  he  is!  If  he  isn't,  his 
father  will  fix  him  when  he  comes 
home. 

Secretary:     I  think  I'll  go  over  to  the 
library  and  see  if  I  can  find  Gertrude 
Savage. 
(Exit  Secretary.) 

Junior,  (Going  to  radio) :  Oh,  say,  let's 
listen.     (Turns  on  radio). 

Radio:  Station  C.  O.  D.  You  have 
just  heard  a  lecture  by  Professor  Theo- 
dore Johnson  of  Harvard.  This  con- 
cludes our  program  for  the  evening. 
Station  C.  O.  D.,  The  Morris  Asnes 
Stores,  Quincy.    D.  B.  signing  off. 

Mayor:     D.  B.!     Dorothy  Briggs  again. 
She's  good.   She  fills  in  sometimes  with 
original  poems. 
(Knocking  without.   Junior  runs  to  the 

door   and,   before   the   visitor   enters,   he 

rushes  in  and,  in  a  mocking  tone  cries  to 

the  Mayor  and  Editor.) 

Junior:  Hey!  Her  Majesty,  the 
"count,"  Miss  Delia  Cards! 


(Junior  makes  a  stiff  bow,  and  then 
runs  out  of  door  at  right.  Girl  of  Sis 
Hopkins  type  enters  hesitatingly  from 
the  right) . 

Girl:  Excuse  me,  but  Mrs.  Herbert 
Ladd — you  know  the  one  who  used  to 
be  Evelyn  Arbuckle — well,  she  sent  me 
here  to  see  if  you  needed  any  help. 
(Girl  twists  her  feet  around  ungrace- 
fully and  grins). 

Mayor:  Mrs.  Kennedy  isn't  here  at 
present  but  I'll  see  what  can  be  done. 
Sit  down. 

Girl:  Yes  sir.  Do  you  want  my  cre- 
cre-credentials?  Well,  as  I'm  a  woman 
of  few  words,  and  believe  in  coming 
right  to  the  point,  I'll  say  this  much. 
I  worked  at  one  time  for  the  Kuper- 
man  Laundry,  where  I  used  to  see 
Eddie  Hoyle's  Express  wagon  every 
morning,  and  then  once  I  worked  in 
Myrtle  Campbell's  tea  room.  She  had 
a  dandy  waiter  there  (here  the  girl 
blushes  and  twists)  his  name  was  er- 
er — Pinel, — that's  it — Arthur  Pinel. 
Then  the  baker  used  to  come  in  and 
I  knew  her,  too.  She  was  Marguerite 
Lahey.  She'll  tell  you  anything  you 
want  to  know  about  me.  Isn't  it 
strange,  Mr.  Mayor,  they  all  went  to 
Quincy  High  School  and — 

Editor:  Hold  on!  Just  a  moment 
there !  How  do  vou  know  all  these 
folks? 

Girl:  Oh, — Well,  I'm  a  woman  of  few 
words,  but  I'll  tell  you  a  little  bit  more. 
I  worked  in  the  Quincy  High  School 
too.  Those  were  the  days !  Yes  sir,  I 
remember  when  Carl  Wennberg  used 
to  wear  knee  breeches;  now  he's  owner 
of  a  tailor  shop,  where  he  makes  suits 
for  all  the  distinguished  Quincy  people 
such  as  Alice  Walder  and  Corinne  Hol- 
teen,  the  fashion  designers  of  our  com- 
munity, and  his  suggestions  for  men's 
clothing  are  made  by  Henry  Cutler, 
who  is  a  leading  authority  on  men's 
clothing. 

Mayor:     Well,    well    that's    interesting. 
I've  often  wondered  how  Henry  made 
out;  he  surely  was  some  dresser! 
(Enter  Junior,  running). 
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Junior:  "Hail!  hail!  the  gang's  all  here!" 
Mustn't  say  the  naughty  word,  mustn't 
say  the  naughty  word. 

Editor:     Are  you  here  again: 

{Enter  Mrs.  Kennedy,  Rachel  Thomas 

and    Ruth   Johnson.     Greetings    are    ex- 
changed). 

Mrs.  K.:  Edward,  will  you  do  an  er- 
rand for  me?  Go  down  to  Applebaum 
and  MacLeod's  store  and  get  the 
chicken  I  ordered.  I  forgot  to  call  for 
it. 

Junior:     I  will,  after  the  inventor 

Mrs.  K.:  Go  now,  dear.  You'll  have 
plenty  of  time,  as  George  isn't  coming 
until  the  airship  that's  due  at  nine, 
arrives.  (Edward  exits  zvith  some  re- 
luctance) Why,  who's  this?  (Seeing 
girl). 

Mayor:  This  is  a  maid  Evelyn  Ar- 
buckle  sent. 

Girl:  Yes,  ma'am,  she  said  you  could 
use  me — since  I  believe  in  coming  right 
to  the  point,  and — 

Mrs.  K.:     Oh,  I  see.     All  right.    You'll 
have    to    come    out    into    the    kitchen. 
You're  just  in  time. 
(Both  exeunt). 

Ruth  :  We  almost  brought  Esther 
Halonen  with  us.  She  telephoned  to 
say  good-bye,  as  she  is  leaving  for 
Paris  to  pose  for  our  artist,  Natalie 
Ghigli,  but  she  found  she'd  have  to 
leave  before  George  arrived. 

Rachel:  I  saw  Esther  the  other  day, 
and  she's  prettier  than  ever,  if  that's 
possible. 

Editor:  She  surely  was  a  beauty!  I 
bet  she's  broken  more  than  one  poor 
fellow's  heart.  Barbara  Klingenhagen 
was  a  fine  looking  girl,  too.  Do  you 
know  where  she  is  now? 

Mayor:     I   heard   she  was   touring   Eu- 
rope.      Married    a    millionaire,    didn't 
she?     (Enter  Mrs.  Kennedy.) 
Ruth:     I  guess  she  did.     (Loud  noise  is 
heard)     Goodness!    What's  that?   (All 
sit  up  anxiously.) 
Rachel:     Doesn't  it  sound  weird? 
Mrs.  K. :     I  do  wish  George  would  come. 
I  believe  the  suspense  is  making  us  all 
nervous.     John,  dear,  please  see  what 
that  racket  is. 


Editor:  I  guess  we  are  all  nervous.  I 
feel  just  as  I  felt  when  Miss  Thompson 
used  to  haul  me  out  of  the  line  for 
talking. 
Mayor:  Keep  quiet!  (Looks  out  the 
door  at  right.) 

Editor:     That's   what  she  used  to  say, 

and  

(Maid  rushes   in  from  the  left,  strug- 
gling zvith  the  vacuum  cleaner.) 

Maid,  (Excitedly):  Ma'am,  I  can't 
work  it  at  all.    It's  alive  or  something! 

Mrs.  K.:  Oh  dear!  I  should  have  ex- 
plained it.  That's  a  new  sort  of  ma- 
chine, put  out  by  the  Puskala  and 
Piper  Company. 

Maid:  Oh,  I've  heard  about  them. 
Guaranteed  to  take  the  hair  even  off 
bald  heads.  (Maid  sniffs  about)  Oh! 
Something's  burning!     (Rushes  out.) 

Mrs.  K.:  Oh,  it  might  be  something 
serious. 

Ruth  :  And  then,  it  might  only  be  some- 
thing on  the  stove. 

Rachel:  Let's  settle  it  by  one  of  Miss 
Dawe's  favorite  quotations.  "There's 
much- " 

All:  "To  be  said  on  both  sides."  (All 
laugh.) 

Editor:  Remember  the  day  Miss  Dawes 
tried  to  get  Joe  Curran  to  sing? 

Rachel:  Wasn't  it  funny?  Didn't  she 
turn  red  when  we  insisted  on  her  show- 
ing him  how ! 

Ruth:  I  saw  Joe  the  other  day.  He 
was  on  a  visit.  You  know  his  family 
moved  to  California  after  "Gerry" 
graduated. 

Mayor:     What's  he  doing  now? 

Ruth:     He's  in  the  real  estate  business, 

and  is  married.     He (Loud  bang 

on  door  at  right.  All  jump.) 

Mrs.  K.:     Whatever  is  that? 

Rachel:  That's  not  a  vacuum  cleaner! 
(Mayor  opens  door.  A  chicken  flies  in 
and  Junior  tumbles  in  after.  Maid  en- 
ters and  seeing  commotion,  jumps 
around  excitedly.) 

Mayor:     Catch  it!  before  it  flies  all  over 
the  house! 
(All   chase    chicken.    Mayor   stops    to 

jerk  Junior,  zuho  has  fallen  face  down- 

zoard,  to  his  feet,  and  then  follows  others. 
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Chicken  is  chased  out  door  at  left  and  all 

follow  but  Junior,  who  sinks  to  the  floor 

again  laughing.) 

Junior:  I  sure  surprised  them  that 
time!  I  bet (Mayor  enters  unno- 
ticed by  Junior  and  pulls  him  up.) 

Mayor:  Now,  young  man,  what  does 
this  mean:  Bringing  that  chicken 
here: 

Junior,   (With  innocent  expression) : 
But  you  sent  me  for  a  chicken,  didn't 
you  ? 

Mayor:  Yes,  of  course!  But  a  cooked 
one! 

Junior:  Well,  how  was  I  to  know?  You 
didn't  say  what  kind,  so  I  stopped  over 
to  Sabestino  Volpe's  poultry  farm  and 
his  partner,  Lazarus  Phillips,  picked 
out  that  one  for  me.  It  wasn't  half 
so  far  to  go  (tries  to  suppress  laughter) 
and  isn't  it  a  beauty! 
(Mayor  glares  at  Junior  and  all  enter 

from  left.) 

Editor:  Well,  the  cook's  got  the  chicken 
and  is  preparing  it  for  tomorrow's  din- 
ner, by  the  directions  from  the  Natalie 
Adams  and  Helen  Riihimaki  Cook 
Books. 

Junior:  Guess  I'll  go  see  how  she's  do- 
ing it.     (Exit  Junior.) 

Mrs.  K. :  There's  the  bell  (goes  to 
door).  Why,  Hello,  George!  I'm  so 
glad  you're  here  at  last!  (Enter  In- 
ventor.) 

Inventor:  Well,  well,  (looking  around) 
quite  a  reception!  It  seems  good  to 
see  you  all  again. 

Mayor:  Let  me  take  your  hat  and  coat. 
(Rings  bell  for  maid,  who  enters  awk- 
wardly, looks  around,  stares  at  Inven- 
tor and  trips  going  out.) 

Editor,  (Looking  at  Inventor) :  Have  a 
good  trip: 

Maid,  (Turning  around,  surprised)  Yes 
sir! 

Inventor:  Fine!  I  came  over  in  Fred- 
erick Sprowl's  ship.  Ruth  Holmes 
came  to  Boston  with  us.  She'd  been 
over  to  New  York  buying  samples  for 
the  William  Savary  and  Harold  Olsen 
Stores. 

Rachel:  Tell  us  all  about  yourself, 
George. 


Inventor:  I  met  Mabel  DeBoer  yes- 
terday at  the  Margaret  Chrisom  mil- 
linery shop.  She  sent  you  this,  John, 
when  I  told  where  I  was  going,  and 
she  said  she  wished  she  could  be  with 
us.  She  found  it  on  the  stage  floor  the 
night  of  the  class  day  of  February  '25, 
where  you  had  dropped  it  in  your  ex- 
citement. (He  hands  large  envelope 
to  Mayor.   All  look  at  it  with  interest.) 

Editor:     What  is  it: 

Mrs.  K.:     Yes,  hurry,  John! 

Ruth:     Oh,  I'm  so  curious! 

Mayor:  It's  the  original  will  of  the 
class  of  February  1925,  that  Gladys 
and  I  wrote  'way  back  in  our  school 
days. 

Rachel:     Oh,  do  read  it. 

(Mayor  reads  the  will  to  the  group  of 

eager  listeners.) 

THE  LAST  WILL  AND  TESTAMENT 
OF  THE  CLASS  OF  1925 

Know  all  men  by  these  presents  that 
we,  the  first  class  of  the  New  Quincy 
High  School,  of  the  City  of  Quincy,  in 
the  Commonwealth  of  Massachusetts,  be- 
ing of  sound  and  disposing  mind  and 
memory,  do  make  this  our  last  will  and 
testament,  hereby  revoking  any  and  all 
previous  wills  by  us  heretofore  at  any 
time  made. 

After  the  payment  of  our  just  debts 
and  funeral  expenses,  we  give,  devise, 
and  bequeath  all  the  rest  and  residue  of 
our  property,  real,  characteristic,  and 
mixed,  to  the  various  members  of  the 
June  class  of  1925. 

To  the  School  as  a  whole  we  leave  a 
row  of  hard,  durable,  pegmatite  granite 
''Stepping  Stones  to  Success",  said  gran- 
ite to  be  quarried  at  West  Quincy  by 
Johnny  Jewell  and  Ruth  Marion  Giles 
of  "Mikado"  fame,  and  polished  by  Mrs. 
Amelia  Upham. 

We  bequeath  "Cag"  Nickerson's  well- 
worn  joke  of  "The  Two  Women  Wash- 
ing Dishes"  to  the  faculty  in  general, 
hoping  that  they  will  perceive  the  humor- 
ous side  of  the  story  sooner  than  we  did. 

To  our  successors  we  leave  a  goodly 
part  of  the  membership  of  our  class  in 
the  role  of  "fliinkers"  and  P.  G.'s  whom 
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we  trust  will  earnestly  carry  on  our  brill- 
iant record  of  the  past  four  years  by 
swelling  the  honor  roll  to  such  an  extent 
that  it  will  resemble  the  Xew  England 
Telephone  Directory. 

To  the  rising,  rambunctious  Juniors  we 
leave  ten  molecules  of  our  excessive  brain 
power,  trusting  that  they  will  appreciate 
our  generosity  in  this  matter. 

Our  unfaltering  optimism  we  sincerely 
bequeath  to  those  happy-go-lucky  indi- 
viduals, the  Sophomores,  in  hopes  that 
they  will  still  retain  it  after  they  receive 
their  first  deficiencies  from  Mr.  Upham. 

To  those  small,  obscure,  and  unobtru- 
sive freshmen  we  grant  9,999,999  square 
feet  of  Germantown  hard  pine  to  be  used 
solely  for  the  manufacture  of  stilts,  said 
stilts  to  be  made  by  the  manual  training 
classes  under  the  supervision  of  Mr. 
Thompson. 

To  the  fickle,  forceful,  office  force  we 
devise  a  rainstorm  and  a  brainstorm  of  a 
cross  word  puzzle.  It  may  look  like  the 
first  and  it  may  give  them  the  second. 
Here's  the  long  and  short  of  it:  On  a 
dark,  dreary  night,  let  Art  Dean  take 
Bill  Savary's  Kiddy  Kar  down  Codding- 
ton  Street,  passing  our  long  wished-  and 
waited-for  institution  of  learning  on  the 
left.  Enter  the  west  gate  of  the  Wollas- 
ton  cemetery  singing,  "Hail,  Hail,  the 
Gang's  all  here." 

Advance  cautiously  so  as  not  to  dis- 
turb or  awaken  any  wandering  spirits. 
Take  the  right  hand  path;  approach  the 
13th  grave  on  the  left;  blow  your  horn 
three  times;  borrow  a  pair  of  wings  from 
the  awakened  spirit;  from  this  place 
away,  flying  swiftly  to  the  banks  of 
Stony  Brae;  draw  near  to  the  ninth  hole, 
take  your  stance;  slice  three  balls,  chase 
the  second  and  hook  it  over  the  brook. 
Take  your  spade  mashie  and  attempt  to 
hit  the  ball.  Under  the  piece  of  turf  that 
will  immediately  sail  through  the  air  you 
will  find  the  solution  of  the  aforesaid 
Tessellated  Terminology. 

The  flivvers  of  Messrs.  Trask,  Shorter, 
Crowley  and  Savary  we  donate  to  the 
Norfolk  Iron  Foundry  to  be  used  for  the 
making  of  one  respectable  car  for  the 
sole  use  of  transporting  the  matrons  to 


and  from  our  various  school  dances. 

\\  e  at  this  time  leave  Henry  Russell's 
"Stinginesss"  to  Chan  Ryder,  treasurer 
of  June  '25,  with  the  belief  that  this  qual- 
ity may  aid  him  in  the  economical  hand- 
ling of  the  class  funds. 

Our  talented  cast  of  the  Senior  Dra- 
matics we  leave  to  Flo  Ziegfeld  with  the 
hope  that  he  may  make  use  of  them  in 
the  Follies  of  1926  either  as  chorus  girls 
or  as  stage  hands. 

The  class  as  a  whole  at  this  time 
donates  two  crates  of  Stillman's  Freckle 
Cream  to  Fred  Dickey,  with  the  hope  of 
obtaining  for  our  rather  slim  treasury  the 
$500  reward  offered  by  this  company  in 
connection  with  a  nation-wide  freckle 
eradication  campaign  sponsored  by  the 
M.  M.  M.  (Magic  Multiple  Mosaics). 

We  leave  all  stray  or  broken  bathing 
caps  found  in  the  girls'  shower  or  locker 
rooms  to  the  various  girls  of  the  class 
basketball  teams  with  our  sincere  hope 
that  their  bobbed  heads  will  stay  partly 
curled. 

We  hereby  hand  down  to  the  coming 
classes  the  two  beaux  (both  spellings)  of 
Evelyn  Arbuckle,  in  order  that  these 
familiar  sights  shall  not  be  withheld  with- 
in our  spacious  and  devious  halls. 

We  hereby  appoint  Ernest  L.  Collins  to 
be  the  executor  of  this,  our  last  will  and 
testament  and  request  that  he  be  forever 
exempt  from  giving  surety  upon  his  offi- 
cial bond. 

In  witness  whereof  we  have  hereunto 
set  our  hands  and  seal,  this  26th  of  Jan- 
uary, in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thou- 
sand nine  hundred  and  twenty -five. 

Class  of  February  1925. 

Signed,  sealed,  published,  and  declared 
by  the  said  class  of  February  '25  as  their 
last  will  and  testament  in  the  presence 
of  us  who  in  their  presence  and  in  the 
presence  of  each  other  and  at  their  re- 
quest have  herewith  set  our  name  as  wit- 


nesses 


Elizabeth   M.   Dawson 
Helen  P.  Richards 

Editor:  Too  bad  the  famous  woman 
lawyer,  Loretta  Lane,  isn't  present  to 
hear  it  again. 
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Ruth:  Those  surelv  were  ':the  good 
old  days." 

Inventor:  Did  you  hear  about  "Bill" 
Tarbox? 

Mrs.  K.:     Xo.  what's  he  doing.' 

Inventor:  He's  selling  silk  hosiery  and 
is  doing  finely. 

Editor:  He  always  did  get  along  pretty 
well  with  the  ladies. 

Inventor:     Ever  hear  from  Joe  Varleyr 

Mayor:     Yes,      he     worked     his      way 
through  Tech  and  is  an  electrical  en- 
gineer now. 
{Enter  Maid,  dragging  Junior.) 

Maid:  I  believe  in  coming  right  to  the 
point  so — if  you  don't  keep  this  rascal 
out  of  the  kitchen,  I'll  land  in  the  old 
maid's  home  with  Ethel  Kunkel  and 
Henrietta  Burroughs  who  went  there 
to  escape  their  many  suitors.  I'm  a 
woman  of  few  words  and  I  won't  stand 
it!     I   won't  stand  it!     I 

Junior:  By  no  means!  By  no  means! 
Have  a  chair?  {Maid  rushes  out  in 
disgust)  Hello!  {To  Inventor)  'You 
here:  You're  the  inventor,  I  know, 
for  Daddy  said  you  had  one  of  those 
funny  Dutch  things  {pointing  to 
beard)  on  your  chin  and  that  you  wore 
cheaters    {pointing  to  goggles). 

Mrs.  K. :  This  is  Edward  Maloney,  Jr., 
George.  His  parents  are  away  and 
he's  staying  with  us. 

Inventor:     Eddy's  son!     How  nice 

Junior:  Huh!  The  Mayor  doesn't 
think  ou. 

Mayor:  Oh,  yes  I  do.  Here,  I'll  prove 
it.  Here's  the  money  to  get  some  of 
Mollie  Silverman's  home  made  candies. 
If  you  go  by  Walter  O'Brien's  garage 
or  Melba  Hansen's  dry  goods  store, 
stop  in  and  ask  them  to  come  over. 
{Junior  takes  something  jrom  the  table 
and  exits.) 

Editor:     What  can  be  keeping  Gladys: 

Mayor:  Perhaps  Gertrude  couldn't 
leave  the  library  early. 

Ruth:  What's  your  latest  invention, 
George ? 

Rachel:     Yes,  do  tell  us. 

Inventor,  {going  to  the  table):  Here, 
I'll  show  you.  Why!  Wherever  can 
it  be:  I'm  sure  I  put  it  there  when  I 
came  in!     That's  queer. 


Mayor:     Gone:   Humph — come  to  think 

of  it — so's   Edward  Jr. 
Mrs.  K.:     What  is  it  that  is  missing: 
Mayor:     The    biggest    invention    of   the 

day. 

{All  gather  around  the  inventor.) 
Rachel:     Is  it  really  lost: 
Ruth:     Are   you    sure   you    brought   it: 

{Maid  enters.) 

Maid:  I'll  bet  some  crook  stole  it!  You 
can't  be  any  too  sure  these  days  of 
invention.  Why,  it  was  only  the  other 
day  that  someone  took  a  car  load  of 
rubber  bands  from  the  Lucy  Zanotti 
Bathing  Suit  Company,  that  were  to 
make  bathing  suits  for  the  society  buds 
like  Henrietta  Johnson  and  Margaret 
Heselton.  {Enter  Gladys  and  Gertrude 
excitedly.) 

Gertrude,  (Rubbing  her  knees) :  Oh. 
dear,  I  fell  on  an  old  banana  peel  that 
scmeone  dropped  on  the  walk 

Glady:      And  she  bumped  right  into  me 
and  scratched  me  all  up. 
{Exit  maid  in  a  hurry,  as  if  she  forgot 

something  which  needs  attention) . 

Mrs.  K.:     Oh  dear!     More  trouble! 

Mayor:     What  next: 

{Rachel  and  Ruth  rush  up  to  Gladys 

and  Gertrude) . 

Rachel:  But  listen!  Mr.  Noble's  latest 
invention  has  disappeared!  We've  no 
idea  where  it  is. 

Gertrude:     Really?     What  is  it? 

Gladys:  Oh.  I  just  saw  Annie  Ohman. 
the  star  reporter  for  the  Boston  Ameri- 
can; shall  I  get  her? 

Mayor:     Xo.    Xo!    Wait!     Something's 

sure   to   happen {Loud   crash   is 

heard.  Bangs  and  much  racket  follozc. 
Everyone  screams  and  hurries  to  the 
door.  As  they  open  the  door  Junior 
walks  calmlx  hi). 

Junior:  What's  the  matter?  Are  you  a 
little  friehtened?  I  onlv  knocked  down 
somebody's  trunks;  they  went  sliding 
down  the  steps — and  see  what  I  found ! 
{He  pulls  forth  a  balloon  which  he 
pricks  with  a  pin  in  front  of  the  inter- 
ested onlookers). 

All:     OH!    OH!    OH! 

{Mayor  grabs  Junior  by  the  collar). 
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Mayor:  You  rascal!  I'll  fix  you  for 
this! 

Junior:  Unhand  me!  And  see  what  I 
have!!!     {Holds  the  invention  up). 

All:     What's  that? 

Inventor:  Great  Scott!  My  invention! 
{Takes  the  invention).  Look  here, 
and  I'll  explain  the  long  sought-for 
article.  This  is  what  we  inventors  call 
"everlasting  protection  from  juice." 
Here's  how  it  works.  Put  the  hat  on, 
so,  {he  demonstrates  on  Junior),  and 
when  eating  grape  fruit,  to  prevent  the 
juice  from  squirting  in  your  eye,  simply 
pull  down  the  curtain  and — there  you 
have  it! 

Mayor:     Fine!      Fine!     {Shakes    hands 
with  the  Inventor) .      {Everyone  claps 
and  shows  signs  oj  satisfaction.) 
{Enter    Maid    from    the    left    with    a 
cooked   chicken   on   a  large  platter.    She 
sees   the  invention  on   Junior  and  drops 
the  platter  in  surprise.    The  chicken  rolls 
across  the  floor  and  she  hurries  to  pick  it 
up.  She  tries  to  cover  her  embarrassment 
by  exhibiting  chicken). 
Maid,    {Gasping   and   stuttering) :     Din- 
ner's   ready,    ma'am,    and    the    fare    is 
fowl — er — er  it's  not  fair,  though,  that 
the    fair    fowl    that   we    have    for    fare 
should   fare  so  foul   when  we   fare   so 
er — er — fair — er — er   Oh  !      Come   into 
the  dining  room — anyhow,  our  fare  is 
fowl.     {She   rushes    out   and   stumbles 
through  the  door;  all  laugh  and  follow 
leisurely). 

{Curtain) 

EPILOGUE 

Time:     Present  perfect. 

Scene:      Same  as  prologue. 

{Spirit  of  F  25,  ivho  was  left  asleep, 
wakes,  up,  rubs  eyes,  and  looks  around, 
amazed.  She  dances  about  gaily,  stops 
suddenly,  and  looks  at  her  clothing). 

Spirit: 

I  wonder  where  I  got  this  dress? 
It  seems  to  bring  me  happiness; 
It  makes  my  life  all  full  of  glee! 
Am  I  gay:  You  wait  and  see. 
That  was  a  lovely  dream  I  had; 
It  makes  me  feel  so  very  glad — 
To  think  my  class  will  reach  its  aim, 


And  one  and  all  will  climb  to  fame! 
But  the  witches, — where  are  they? 
I  thought  that  they  were  here  to  stay. 
I've  accomplished  their  request — 
They  have  put  me  to  their  test 
To  show  my  class  that  it  may  be 
Just  as  the  witches  did  foresee. 
{Spirit   dances   about   gleefully.    Stops 
when    witches    enter.     First    witch    from 
door   I,   second   and   third   ivitches   from 
door  V.    Clock  strikes  twelve). 
Witches: 

As   the  clock  strikes   twelve,   we   meet 

again, 
Not  in  thunder,  not  in  rain. 
First  Witch  : 

Now  the  Spirit's  dream  is  o'er, 

And  changed  are  the  clothes  the  Spirit 

wore. 
See,  'tis  a  dress  all  bright  and  gay, 
So  she  herself  must  be  that  way. 
Aha!  Little  Spirit,  how  art  thou  now? 
Second  Witch  : 

We  to  you  will  make  a  bow. 
For  you  have  changed  as  we  can  see, 
And  now  we'll  give  you  liberty. 
Spirit: 

Oh,  you  have  guessed  just  how  I  feel, 
Thank  you  for  what  you  did  reveal. 
{Spirit  starts  as  if  to  go  out). 
Third  Witch  : 

Oh,  wait  little  Spirit,  we've  more  to  say, 
To  make  you  ne'er  forget  this  day, 
First  Witch  : 

Oh,  Spirit,  ever  joyous  be. 
And  hold  this  in  your  memory. 
That  happy  people  throughout  life 
Rise  above  the  common  strife. 
To  keep  your  youthful  loveliness 
Never  lose  your  cheerfulness ! 
All  Witches: 

Flow  dark  the  cauldron  has  become, 
Because  our  prophecy  is  done. 
And  now  about  the  cauldron  sing, 
Like  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ring." 
{All  gather  about  the  cauldron). 

First  Witch: 

Come  sisters,  dance  like  merry  sprites, 
And  show  the  best  of  our  delights; 
I'll  charm  the  air  to  give  a  sound, 

( Waves  stick  in  air) 
While  we  perform  our  antics  round, 
That  this  great  class  may  truly  say 
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Our  duties  terminate  this  da  v. 
{Spirit  plays  ukelele — witches  are  be- 
hind   her    singing,    to    the    tune    of 
"Charlie  went  dozen  in   a   bucket") 
Our  class  will  go  down  into  history, 
Into  history  our  class  will  go  down. 
And  may  it  forever  be  stated. 
That  it  was  a  class  of  renown ! 

(Chorus) 

Ting   a   ling  ling  ling  ling  ling   a   ling 

tra  la  la  la. 
Gay   are   the   voices   that   sound  from 

afar, 
Ting   a   ling  ling  ling  ling  ling  a  ling 

tra  la  la  la. 
As  she  plays  on  her  magic  guitar. 

( Whole  cast  enters  as  the  last  lines  are 
sung  and  groups  itself  behind  the  witches. 
Then  the  Spirit  plays  the  tune  of  "It 
Ain't  Gonna  Rain  no  Mo'        Everyone 

sings  the  follozving) : 

We're  from  the  class  of  Quincy  High 
Who  strives  for  fame,  we'll  say, 
Xow  we  all  have  gathered  here 
To  make  it  one  grand  day ! 


Y\  e've  invited  our  teachers, 
We've  asked  our  Master,  too, — 
Our  President  will  make  a  speech, 
And  he  will  say  to  you, — 

{Chorus) 

0,  don't  forget  F  '25, 

Because  we  want  it  known 

That  we'll  run  out,  oh,  we'll  run  out 

And   "bring  the  bacon  home." 

Our  class  has  held  together, 
In   everything  we'll  win. 
Because  we  have  decided 
To  take  life  with  a  grin ! 

After  we've  left  Quincy  High, 
We  hope  that  you  will  say 
You'll  ne'er  forget  the  time  you  spent 
This  night  at  our  class   day! 

(Chorus) 

Oh,  don't  forget  F  '25, 
Because  we  want  it  known 
That  we'll  run  out,  oh,  we'll  run  out, 
And  "bring  the  bacon  home!" 
(Finis) 
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Class  Census 


Name 

Disposition 

Famous  For 

Fit   For 

AALTO.    L. 

Industrious 

Silence 

Landlady 

ARBUCKLE,  E. 

Romantic 

Ribbons 

Love-nest 

ASNES,  L. 

Alert 

Curls 

Stenographer 

ASNES,  M. 

Jolly 

"Ledger" 

Reporter 

BRIGGS,  D. 

Agreeable 

Low  voice 

Authoress 

BURROUGHS,  H. 

Reserved 

Neat    Bob 

Matron 

CALL,  V. 

Good   Natured 

Her  music 

Farmerette 

CAMPBELL,  M. 

Sensible 

Blushing 

Secretary 

CARLSON,  H. 

Worried 

Doing  math 

Bookkeeper 

CHRISOM,  M. 

Doubtful 

Hairnets 

Dressmaker 

CROWLEY,  J. 

Mild 

Big  feet 

A  Charlie  Chaplin 

CURRAN,  J. 

Stubborn 

Dimples 

Admiral 

CUTLER,  H. 

Enticing 

Clothes 

College 

DEBOER,  M. 

Sedate 

Light-headcdness 

Missionary 

DICKEY,  F. 

Happy-go-lucky 

Freckles 

Truck  driver 

EDWARDS,  C. 

Peppy 

Rosy  cheeks 

Gym  teacher 

FAY,  R. 

Argumentative 

Marcel  wave 

Banker 

GELOTTE,  G. 

Serious 

Complexion 

President 

GHIGLI,  N. 

Pleasing 

Sweet  smile 

Romeo 

GUILHOP,  M. 

Babyish 

Poetry 

Poetess 

HALONEN,  «E. 

Cute 

Lisp 

Chorus   girl 

HANSON,  M. 

Aloof 

Her  walk 

Historian 

HESELTON,  M. 

All   right 

Her  marks 

Quincy   Theatre 

HOLMES,  R. 

Subdued 

Features 

Sheba 

HOLTEEN,  C. 

Pleasant 

Blue   eyes 

Somebody  nice 

HOYLE,  E. 

Frank 

Hair  comb 

Contractor 

JOHNSON,  D. 

Fine 

Her  baby  voice 

Actress 

JOHNSON,  H. 

Carefree 

Jollity 

Mr.  Ziegfeld 

JOHNSON,  R. 

Good 

Keen  wit 

Teacher 

JOHNSON,  T. 

Silent 

Industry 

Lawyer 

KENNEDY,  J. 

Corking 

Smile 

Senator 

KLINGENHAGEN,  B. 

Indifferent 

Beauty 

Beauty-parlor 

KUNKLE,  E. 

Happy-go-lucky 

Giggles 

Dairy-maid 

KUPERMAN,  P. 

Odd 

Powder 

Alhambra 

LAHEY,  M. 

Easy-going 

Plumpness 

Housekeeper 

LITTLEFIELD,  P. 

Slouchy 

Hunting  jacket 

Dreamer 

LANE,  L. 

Inquisitive 

Her  French 

French    teacher 

MacLEOD,  n. 

Quiet 

Sprinting 

Llermit 

MALONEY,  E. 

Best  yet 

Witticism 

Humorist 

MANNEROS,  J. 

Jolly 

Twinkling  eyes 

Nurse 
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Name 

Disposition 

Famous  For 

Fit  For 

MARDOX,  M. 

Meek 

Coats 

Allan 

MARR,  M. 

Jolly 

Her  profile 

Society 

MARTLXEAU,  B. 

Lady-like 

History  notes 

Accountant 

-MORRIS,  E. 

Agreeable 

Doughnuts 

School-marm 

MORTON.  J. 

Plodding 

Awkwardness 

Fisherman 

NEAL,  G. 

We  wonder 

Leading  cheers 

Football    fellows 

XTCKERSOX,  C. 

He's  0.  K. 

His  antics 

Minstrel    show 

XOBLE,  G. 

Funny- 

Golf 

Congressman 

O'BRIEN',  W. 

Serene 

Baseball 

Ice-man 

OCOXXELL,  E. 

Congenial 

Her  jokes 

The  footlights 

OLSON,  H. 

Pleasant 

Vamping 

A  moonlight  night 

PHILLIPS,  L. 

We  wonder 

Curly  hair 

Street  car  conductor 

PIXEL.  A. 

Temperamental 

Flirting 

King  Tut 

PIPER  L. 

Calm 

Xeatness 

Henry  Russell 

PUSKALA,  I. 

Merry 

Big  eyes 

Librarian 

REDLOX,  F. 

Boyish 

Boyish  clothes 

Scout-leader 

RIIHIMAKI.  H. 

Serious 

Talking 

Information  bureau 

ROSS.  C. 

Helpful 

Her  good  nature 

Xurse 

RUSSELL,  H. 

Charitable 

Spending  money 

Philanthropist 

SAVAGE,  G. 

Sunny 

Whispering 

Some  luck}-  man 

SAVARY,  W. 

Devil-may-care 

Knowledge 

Some   girl 

SAYLOR,  C. 

Sincere 

Activities 

Private  secretary 

SHORTER,  W. 

Bashful 

Blushes 

Sheik 

SILVERMAN,  M. 

Pleasing 

Poems 

Manicurist 

SMITH,  E. 

Calm 

Silence 

Time  will   tell 

SOUDEX,  A. 

Industrious 

•v  Getting  excited 

Efficiency  expert 

SPROWL.  F. 

Smiling 

Smiling  at  Miss  Giles 

'"The  Thinker" 

STITT.  M. 

Very  nice 

Her  grin 

Hairdresser 

TARBOX,  W. 

Charming 

His  lady  friends 

A  harem 

THOMAS,  R. 

Courteous 

Studying 

Suffragette 

TRASK,  T. 

Faultless 

"Haircomb" 

■Chauffeur 

YARLEY,  J. 

Puzzling 

Following  the  leader 

Politician 

YOLPE,  S. 

Indifferent 

Jazz  tie 

Waldron's  Casino 

\V ALDER,  A. 

You'd  be   surprised 

Spit  curl 

Taylor's 

WEXXBERG,  C. 

Light-hearted 

Studiousness 

Some  brunette 

WESTLAXD,  M. 

Frisky 

Her  baby  eyes 

-Ding"  Heap 

ZAXOTTI,  L. 

Consistent 

Lunching 

Mayoress 

Quincy  High  School 
Bradford  Library 
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Who  is  our  class  hot-air  expert? 
At  the  head  of  our  list  was  Robert  Fay, 
We  wonder  how  he  got  that  way. 

Who  is  the  most  light-headed? 

No  doubt  about  it,  they  tied  the  score, 
Esther  Halonen  and  Mabel  De  Boer. 

Who  is  the  thriftiest? 
Henry  Russell,  that  thrifty  child, 
When  he  sees  a  penny,  he's  nearly  wild. 

Who  is  the  best  natured? 
For  these  we  want  no  remedy, 
Good-hearted   "Cag"   and   Kennedy. 

Who  is  the  noisiest 

Malonev  for  this  did  cop  the  prize, 
The  noisiest  "Kid"  in  F  '25. 

Who  is  the  Joy  Killer? 

Near  Mr.  Upham  you'll  never  lurk 
For  he's  got  a  habit,  they  say, 
Of  giving  his  children  so  much  home- 
work 
They  pass  away  day  after  day. 

Who  is  the  most  serious -minded? 
We're  lucky  in  having  a  heap  o'  'em, 
Gelotte,  Souden,  and— er — Heselton. 

Who  is  the  most  popular  with  himself? 
Russell  and  Tarbox  win  with  a  tie, 
The  boys  are  leading.  We  wonder  why  ! 

Who  is  the  class  humorist? 
We  have  a  feather  for  Maloney's  cap, 
He  put  the  G.  R.  jokes  on  the  map. 
Who  is  the  worst  athlete? 
We  know  Henry  Cutler  won  every  bet. 
He  hasn't  aimed  straight  for  the  waste 
basket  yet. 
Who  is  the  most  popular  boy? 
"Cag"     got     the    vote     with     Gunnar 

Gelotte, 
But  one  of  them  is  and  one  is  not. 
(Since  they  both  cannot  be  the  most 
popular). 
Who  is  the  best  athlete? 
The  two  in  our  class  who  attract  the 

crowd, 
Are    "Wally"    O'Brien    and    "Buddy" 
MacLeod. 
Who  is  the  most  popular  with  the  ladies? 
Tarbox  likes  brunettes,  they  say, 
But  blondes  seem  to  get  in  his  way. 


Who  is  the  most  cheerful  liar? 
We'll  ask  the  teachers  for  their  advice. 
To  tell  you  our  choice  wouldn't  be  nice. 

Who  is  the  class  dance  fiend? 
Fred  Dickey's  our  li'l  class  spinner, 
In  an}'  contest  he'll  sure  be  the  winner. 

Who  is  the  biggest  "dub"? 

On  every  vote  was  written  "ME", 
WTe  wonder  who  the  "ME"  can  be. 

Who  is  the  most  popular  girl? 
Clara  Savior  and  A'largaret  Marr, 
Each  proved  to  be  a  leading  star. 

Who  is  the  class  Jazz  Hound? 
Take  a  guess !     We  know  you  can. 
William  Tarbox  is  the  man. 

Who  is  the  class  "Collegiate"? 
The    class    "College";    Oh,    you    must 

know, 
At  that  H.  Cutler  isn't  slow. 

Who  is  the  class  poetess? 

Clara   Savior  'writes   fine   lines, 
In  poetry  Mabel  Guilhop  shines. 

Who  is  the  most  unlikely  to  succeed? 
It's  impossible  to  answer  this  question 

today 
As  this  is  a  class  of  renown! 
In  the  years  to  come,  we  hope  we  may 

say 
The  class  that  never  went  down! 

Who  is  the  class  grind? 

Littlefield   won   a   unanimous   vote, 
"He's  a  grind,  he's  a  grind,  like  fun," 
someone   wrote. 

Who  is  the  most  generous? 
Ten  pencils  had  Souden,  not  long  ago, 
"Now  I  have  two,"  is  his  tale  of  woe. 

Who  is  the  merriest? 

One  of  the  jolliest  is  Gertrude  Savage, 

Who  always  laughs,  but  does  no  dam- 
age. 

"Haste  thee,  nymph,  and  bring  with 
thee," 

Corinne  Edwards,  full  of  glee. 

Who  is  the  class  corridor  hound? 
George  Noble,  a  hound  is  he, 
But  onlv  a  corridor  one  you  see. 


Torture  Chamber 


Suddenly  the  inky  sky  was  cleft  by  a 
flash  of  fire,  and  earth  and  sky  trembled 
with  the  might}-  crash  which  followed. 
Then  through  the  hushed  and  awed  dark- 
ness the  steady  drip,  drip,  drip  of  the 
rain  prophesied  a  fierce  struggle  between 
the  gods.  Slowly  the  fierceness  of  the 
wind  and  rain  increased  until  they 
screamed,  screeched,  and  shrieked.  Again 
that  awful  blinding  flash  seared  the  black- 
ness, and  again  that  terrible  roar  re- 
sounded above  the  howl  of  wind  and  rain. 
^  as  it  possible  or  even  probable  that  any 
efforts  of  man  could  create  a  more  terri- 
fying spectacle: 

\  ou  may  judge  for  yourself,  for  in  a 
room  of  a  mysterious  stone  building  in 
Paris  I  awaited  my  trial,  or  rather  waited 
for  the  mock  trial.  As  the  storm  roared 
without,  my  case  progressed.  Behind  the 
bench  sat  the  judge,  and  at  each  side 
d  an  assistant.  Then  the  judge 
uttered  my  fate. 

'A  ou  are  guilty.  \our  punishment 
shall  be  mild  because  your  father  is  in 
favor  with  the  King.  You  will  merely 
visit  our  death  chamber  and  witness  some 
interesting  sights  which  ought  to  serve 
as  a  warning  in  your  acts  of  the  future." 

He  nodded.     All  became  black. 

It  felt  as  though  years  had  passed, 
when  I  regained  consciousness.  Then  a 
terrible  stench  struck  my  nostrils  and  my 
flesh  quivered  with  repulsion.  It  was  the 
sickening  odor  of  sweat  and  burning  flesh. 
As  the  odor  attacked  me,  I  became  con- 
scious of  strange  utterings,  oaths,  groans, 
hs,  and  a  strange  grinding  and  crack- 
ing like  the  crushing  and  breaking  of 
bones.    Then  I  saw,  and  trembled  as  the 


sweat  broke  out  on  my  forehead.  My 
reason  tottered  and  I  grew  faint. 

Strapped  to  the  floor  a  man  raved, 
prayed,  and  cursed  as  a  giant  iron  roller 
crushed  him  with  fiendish  slowness.  Alen 
strained  and  tore  at  the  posts  to  which 
they  were  bound  with  an  anguish  that 
was  pitiful,  as  fiends  in  men's  guise 
poured  burning  wax  in  their  opened  veins. 
A  huge  brute  naked  to  the  waist  was 
plying  a  giant  axe  busily  and  unmerci- 
fully, while  another  laughed  gleefully  at 
some  victims  who  slowly  roasted  to  death. 

Y\  hat  a  place  of  torture,  or  more  ac- 
curately, what  a  hell!  Some  were  endur- 
ing excruciating  pain  on  the  rack.  Others 
were  maimed  and  slaughtered  with  a 
devilish  exactness.  "Many  had  gone  mad 
at  the  sights;  some  were  going  mad  now 
as  the  water  trickled  to  their  foreheads 
with  a  drop,  drop.  drop. 

Suddenly  one  of  the  half-naked  beasts 
rushed  at  me  with  a  pot  of  molten,  steam- 
ing lead.  Fascinated,  I  stood  bound  to 
the  spot  with  fear,  the  control  of  my 
muscles  gone.  How  I  escaped  from  that 
monstrous  death  I  do  not  know,  but  later 
the  guards  informed  me  that  the  maniac 
had  tripped,  fallen,  and  received  the  fiery 
deluge  that  was  meant  for  me. 

I  had  been  told  by  the  judge  that  my 
punishment  was  to  be  mild.  Mild  it  was, 
undoubtedly,  in  comparison  with  the  tor- 
tures I  had  witnessed;  but  as  a  result  of 
those  hideous  sights  I  am  now  a  physical 
and  a  mental  wreck,  with  hair  as  "white 
as  the  whitest  lib-  on  a  stream." 

Nicholas  A.  Aygkrinos, 

June,  '25. 
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Cicero  on  Cross-word  Puzzles 


Raymond  Harding  was  puzzled.  He 
had  literally  "devoured"  every  available 
dictionary  and  encyclopedia  in  search  of 
"a  decision"  with  nine  letters  beginning 
with  "c"  and  ending  with  "m".  This 
was  the  only  information  he  was  able  to 
glean  from  the  vertical  words  and  the  un- 
helpful dictionaries. 

Besides  ravaging  the  bookcase  for  vol- 
umes that  might  disclose  the  desired  in- 
formation, he  had  asked  every  member 
of  the  household  from  his  mother  down 
to  Lila,  the  cook;  but  he  had  not  met 
with  any  greater  success. 

Imagine!  Raymond  Donald  Harding, 
cross-word  puzzle  champion  of  Grantville, 
President  of  the  Grantville  Puzzle  Society, 
haughty  Junior  at  the  Grantville  High 
School  baffled  by  a  little  word  with  nine 
letters.  The  idea  was  preposterous,  un- 
believable! 

The  clock  showed  that  he  had  been 
hunting  for  that  simple  little  word  for 
over  forty-five  minutes.  He  must  dis- 
cover the  word  for  that  puzzle  was  due 
for  the  contest.  It  was  the  third  and  last 
of  the  series  that  would  decide  the  champ- 
ionship of  Brenton  County.  To  be  sure 
he  had  been  puzzled  over  the  others  but 
after  at  least  a  half-an-hour  of  darkness, 
inspiration  had  come. 

Homework  had  been  discarded  and 
even  now  "Cicero"  lay  open  on  the  table 
beside  him.  The  words  seemed  to  stare 
up  and  to  interrupt  his  ponderous 
thoughts. 

'"Raymond,"  exclaimed  his  mother, 
"You  have  been  working  on  that  puzzle 
for  two  hours!  I  want  you  to  put  it 
aside  now  and  do  your  studying." 

"But,  Mother — ,"  Raymond  started 
weakly. 

"There  is  no  "but'  about  it,  Raymond; 
that  puzzle  can  wait." 

Raymond  sighed  and  picked  up  his 
"Cicero."  Mother  was  dear,  but  she 
didn't  understand.  The  completion  of 
that  puzzle  meant  the  realization  of  one 
of  his  ambitions.  If  he  could  only  win 
the   prize,   how  much   it  would   mean   to 


him  .  The  money  would  be  welcome 
enough — what  boy  doesn't  want  extra 
money  these  days?  But  that  was  not  his 
reason  for  wishing  to  win  the  prize.  He 
wanted  to  feel  that  he  had  conquered  and 
won — yes,  conquered  the  greatest  puzzle 
in  his  seventeen  vears  of  experience  in 
life. 

Dejectedly  he  turned  to  "Cicero"  to 
quiet  his  despairing  spirit. 

"Habemus  emim  huiusce  modi  senatus 
consultum,  verum  inclusm  in  tabules  tam- 
quam  in  vagina  reconditum,- — "  oh,  what 
does  "consultum"  mean: 

Raymond  searched  the  vocabulary, 
"  'Consulo,  'consulto,' — no  that  isn't  right. 
Here  it  is,  'consultum,  consulti,  delibera- 
tion, resolution,  decree — what — !" 

Could  he  believe  his  eyes— was  it — 
could  it  be:  Yet  there  it  was  "decision" 
right  in  plain  sight  and  yes,  "consultum" 
had  1-2-3-4-5-6-7-8-9  letters  and  it  began 
with  "c"  and  ended  with  "m". 

With  a  whoop  and  one  giant  sweep  of 
his  arm,  Raymond  showered  the  room 
with  papers.  When  his  mother  entered  to 
find  out  the  cause  for  the  commotion,  she 
found  him  dancing  up  and  down  hugging 
his  "Cicero." 

"Raymond,  what  is  the  trouble?"  she 
demanded  in  amazement. 

"Mother-mother-mother!  I've  found 
out  what  a  decision  with  nine  letters  is !" 

The  cross-word  puzzle  was  completed 
in  one  half  of  a  very  short  minute  and 
in  record  time  Raymond  was  mailing  his 
precious  puzzle  in  a  large  and  important 
looking  envelope. 

Two  weeks  later  the  postman  handed 
an  equally  large  and  important  looking 
envelope  to  Mrs.  Harding.  She  said  to 
herself  as  she  looked  at  it,  "Poor  Ray- 
mond, I  guess  all  his  work  was  in  vain." 

Just  then  Raymond  came  up  the  brick 
walk.    "Any  mail  for  me,  Mother?" 

Mrs.  Harding  handed  him  the  envel- 
ope. An  interval  of  silence,  which  was 
broken  only  by  a  shrill  whistle  from  Ray- 
mond, followed. 


28 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


"Gee.  Mother,  listen  to  this: 
'"Mister  Raymond  D.  Harding 
76  Maple  Avenue 

Grantville.  Rhode  Island 
"My  dear  Sir:  ' 

It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  inform 
you  that  your  solutions  of  the  three  cross- 
word puzzles  in  our  recent  contest  have 
been  awarded  first  prize.  You  were  the 
only  one  that  solved  them  correctly  in 
the  time  specified. 

"Enclosed    please    find     a    check    for 
twenty-five  dollars   ($25.00). 

Sincerely  yours, 

Herbert  R.  Doane. 

Secretarv." 


He  proudly  held  up  a  slip  of  pink 
paper  that  represented  twenty -five  dol- 
lars, and  hours  and  hours  of  hard  work. 

Just  then.  Jack  Maynard,  Raymond's 
chum,  came  up  and  was  shown  the  check 
and  the  letter. 

"Say.  Ray.  how  did  you  ever  do  it: 
I  couldn't  get  that  last  one  to  save  mv 
soul.  Now,  Sir  Wizard,  as  you  have 
solved  the  great  mystery,  tell  me.  what 
is   a  decision  with  nine  letters:" 

Raymond  laughed,  "Jack,  if  you  can't 
do  cross-word  puzzles,  do  Cicero  and 
you'll  get  the  solution  of  your  puzzle. 
Cicero,  the  wise  and  famous  Roman  ora- 
tor, solved  my  puzzle." 

Alvira  Harlow.  J.  '27. 


Recess 


The  recess  bell  rings.  The  doors  of 
the  various  rooms  fly  open  and  a  flood 
of  starving  students  pours  into  the  corri- 
dors. A  few  plebeian  traffic  officers  try 
to  effect  order  by  yelling  louder  than  the 
rest,  but  to  no  avail;  they  haven't  the 
chance  of  a  snow  ball  in  August.  With 
cries  for  nourishment,  the  hungry  mob 
surges  down  the  stairs  and  into  the  lunch 
room.  Everywhere  the  sound  of  rustling 
paper  is  heard;  then  suddenly  the  sand- 
wich springs  into  its  own.  Xo  matter 
how  soon  j  ou  reach  the  lunch  room,  there 
is  always  a  crowd  ahead  of  you,  and  the 
grand  old  battle  is  raging  in  full  sway. 

I  will  try  to  relate  in  their  regular 
order  the  adventures  of  an  innocent  little 
student  with  a  huge  appetite  upon  enter- 
ing our  own  little  mad-house. 

He  is  descending  the  last  flight  of 
stairs.  When  he  is  half-way  down  he 
takes  a  flying  leap,  fishing  a  quarter  out 
of  his  pocket  while  he  is  in  the  air.  Upon 
landing,  he  is  hit  full  in  the  face  by  the 
swinging  doors  and  the  quarter  is 
knocked  out  of  his  hand.  He  immedi- 
ate! v  goes  down  on  all  fours  to  find  the 
quarter  and  comes  up  a  few  minutes 
later  with  a  dollar  and  a  half  in  small 
change.  * 


He  manages  to  get  inside  and  stands 
there  a  moment  taking  in  his  surround- 
ings, when  a  teacher  comes  up,  takes  hold 
of  his  arm.  grasps  him  by  his  better  ear, 
and  yells.  "Get  in  line !" 

"What  line:"  asks  the  student. 

"Why.  the  ice-cream  line,  of  course!'' 
screams  the  teacher. 

So  the  amoebic  student  with  the  enor- 
mous appetite  gets  in  line  and  spends  a 
hectic  twenty  minutes  there,  only  to  find 
that  he  is  in  the  soup  line.  He  gives  up 
in  disgust  and  stands  by  watching  his 
contemporaries  eat  ice-cream  with  their 
diminutive  shiny  tin  spoons.  He  decides 
that  he  must  have  some  himself;  he  does 
what  coach  "Mitch"  would  call  "the  29 
play"  into  a  nearby  crowd.  He  steps 
on  a  slab  of  ice-cream  and  goes  shooting 
down  the  corridor  for  a  touchdown.  He 
quietlv  recovers  his  offense  and  scores 
some  remarkable  gains  by  plugging  the 
line. 

He  finally  struggles  out.  clutching  his 
prize.  He  is  out  of  breath;  his  collar 
and  necktie  are  gone;  and  his  eye  is  tak- 
ing on  a  suspicious  hue.  He  joins  two 
of  his  friends  who  are  leaning  against 
the  wall.  One  is  a  little  fellow,  devour- 
ing with  savaee  haste  a   stack  of  sand- 
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wiches  a  foot  deep.  The  other  is  an 
enormously  overgrown  boy  between  six 
and  eight  feet  tall.  He  is  sipping  con- 
tentedly at  a  miniature  bottle  of  milk. 

Our  friend  places  his  books  under  one 
arm;  they  are  knocked  out!  He  gets  a 
strangle  hold  on  them  with  his  knees; 
they  fall  out!  He  recalls  one  lad  who 
tried  to  hold  his  books  between  his  teeth, 
but  finds  that  he  cannot  eat  very  well  in 
that  fashion.  He  watches  with  a  certain 
amount  of  interest,  the  girl  at  the  soup 
counter  as  she  passes  the  tureens  across 
its  shiny  surface.     Occasionally  she  stops 


and  with  a  napkin  dries  her  thumb.  As 
he  stands  there,  a  passing  student  steps 
on  his  feet,  and  another  deals  him  a 
wicked  wallop  with  his  elbow,  a  third 
knocks  him  flat,  and  then  stands  on  his 
chest,  a  fourth  brushes  him  lightly  in 
passing  and  stops  to  say,  "Pardon  me!" 
The  bell  rings.  The  flood  of  pupils 
flows  down  the  corridor  and  surges  up 
the  stairs.  Tributaries  form,  flowing  into 
various  rooms.    The  doors  close.    Recess 


is  over 


Francis  Dahl, 
Class  of  1927. 


An  Alsatian  Refugee 


The  Count  looked  with  interest  at  the 
man  who  was  entering  the  room.  His 
appearance  was  very  satisfying — he  was 
big,  strong,  and  no  doubt  of  a  determined 
nature. 

"You're  the  new  master,  I  believe? 
Sit  down,  I  have  some  directions  to  give 
you.  As  you  know,  I  have  several  chil- 
dren, but  you  are  employed  only  to  pri- 
vately teach  my  boy  Carl,  who  is  to  be 
my  heir.  He  is  six  now,  and  his  only 
brother  is  yet  an  infant.  You  know  what 
my  son  must  be  taught.  Everything 
needed  for  a  complete  education.  But 
as  you  are  going  to  have  almost  entire 
control  of  him  you  must  also  teach  him  . 
obedience,  train  him  in  military  knowl- 
edge, make  him  brave  and  courageous! 
Some  day  my  Carl  must  be  a  great  sol- 
dier! .  .  .  Beat  him  upon  the  slightest 
provocation,  so  that  he  will  become  hard- 
ened to  it,  use  him  roughly  at  all  times 
— I  want  him  to  become  fearless;  some 
day  he  and  I  will  lead  great  soldiers,  and 
then  .  .  ." 

The  prophecy  was  left  unfinished,  but 
the  master  knew  what  was  meant.  There 
was  no  one  in  the  village  who  did  not 
know  the  hatred  between  the  Count  and 
his  French  neighbor,  whose  property  was 
divided  only  by  a  stone  wall,  and  that 
some  day  that  hatred  would  be  fought 
to  a  finish. 


"I  believe  I  understand,  sir.  I  will  do 
my  best,  though  it  will  be  difficult  to  al- 
ways be  stern  with  such  a  lovable  little 
fellow.  He's  very  much  like  his  father, 
I've  heard  said." 

The  master  had  not  the  slightest  idea 
of  the  child's  nature,  but  he  had  not  un- 
derestimated the  Count's. 

"I  see  you  are  just  the  man  I  want. 
I'll  have  the  boy  brought  in." 

The  child  who  entered  with  the  servant 
was  anything  but  the  promise  of  a  hardy 
soldier.  He  was  very  slight  and  pale, 
and  altogether  too  good-looking.  Al- 
though his  face  was  a  bit  drawn,  and 
there  were  black  circles  around  his  eyes, 
due  to  recent  illness,  one  could  not  have 
helped  noting  the  beauty  of  the  childish 
face — the  large  innocent  grey  eyes,  the 
long  dark  lashes,  the  well  shaped  nose 
and  lips,  and  the  smoothness  of  the  white 
skin,  the  whole  framed  by  a  mass  of 
chestnut  curls. 

He  went  to  his  father,  saluted,  and 
waited  for  orders. 

"Carl,  my  boy,  this  is  your  new  mas- 
ter." 

The  boy  bowed. 

"You  are  to  obey  him  at  all  times,  you 
understand.  Now  go  outside  and  wait  for 
him." 

Thus  began  the  education  of  little  Carl, 
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and  the  master  proved  equal  to  all  the 
Count's  desires. 

At  the  age  of  nine,  the  boy  could  speak 
five  languages  without  making  a  mistake 
in  the  gender  of  a  Latin  noun,  or  failing 
in  the  conjugation  of  an  irregular  French 
or  English  verb.  For  each  mistake  of 
that  nature  there  was  a  beating  as  a  pen- 
alty. He  knew  German  history  as  well 
as  he  knew  his  own  name;  he  knew  as 
much  about  military  affairs  as  a  child 
could  possibly  grasp;  he  certainly  knew 
obedience.  A  large  strap  in  the  strong 
hand  of  the  master  had  taught  him  that. 
He  feared  nothing,  but  all  credit  must 
not  be  given  to  the  master  for  this  last. 
His  mother,  in  the  few  moments  she  could 
be  alone  with  her  son,  had  taught  him 
there  is  a  just  God,  and  that  well-mean- 
ing little  boys  have  never  cause  to  fear. 
What  little  Carl  loved  best  in  the  world 
was  most  often  denied  him — his  mother's 
companionship.  His  father  saw  to  it  that 
his  wife  had  little  chance  to  baby  her 
son.  What  Carl  loved  next  best,  he  was 
deprived  s  f  altogether — his  violin.  The 
master  thought  it  foolish  to  waste  time 
playing  music,  and  the.  violin  was  taken 
from  him. 

In  the  three  years  under  the  master's 
trainine  he  had  become  a  normal,  healthv 
boy,  but  he  was  by  no  means  muscular. 
As  any  healthy  boy,  one  of  his  greatest 
pleasures  was  to  swim  in  the  river  bor- 
dering his  father's  property.  This  his 
father  fo:b^de,  without  any  reason  for  so 
doing.  One  warm  day,  however,  Carl 
decided  to  disobey,  and  stole  down  to  the 
river's  bank.  He  undressed  and  dove 
into  the  cool  water.  Unfortunately,  his 
father  had  been  an  unintentional  witness. 
He  had  been  passing  the  spot  on  his  way 
to  the  village  when  he  saw  his  son.  He 
was  angry,  but  not  too  angry  to  look 
with  pride  at  the  well  shaped  figure  of 
his  son  as  he  stood  ready  to  dive  into 
the  inviting  water. 

Carl  came  to  the  surface  and  espied 
his  father  with  mingling  emotions.  He 
refused  to  come  out  at  his  father's  com- 
mand but  set  about  to  make  the  best  of 
his  opportunity  in  the  water.  The  Count 
looked  on  in  helplessness  for  a  few  min- 
utes, then  he  rode  in  after  his  son  and 


dragged  him  out.  He  dismounted,  took 
the  boy  by  the  ear  with  one  hand,  picked 
up  his  clothing  with  the  other,  and  start- 
ed toward  the  castle.  The  Count  knew 
the  sharp  stones  and  briars  hurt  Carl's 
bare  feet,  and  the  grasp  on  his  ear  was 
anything  but  gende — he  meant  it  so. 
He  took  Carl  into  the  stable,  sent  a  groom 
after  his  horse,  procured  a  strap  from 
one  of  the  harnesses,  and  beat  his  son 
until  his  arm  was  tired.  Such  had  been 
the  lad's  training  that  he  did  not  once 
cry  out,  although  the  strap  cut  deep 
enough  in  places  to  cause  the  blood  to 
flow.  When  the  Count  threw  down  the 
strap  and  looked  into  his  son's  eyes  there 
was  not  a  trace  of  a  tear. 

It  was  not  until  three  years  later  that 
his  father  again  caught  him  in  an  act  of 
disobedience.  He  had  been  told  of  the 
hatred  between  his  family  and  that  on 
the  other  side  of  the  wall,  and  warned 
not  to  set  foot  off  his  own  property.  He 
had  climbed  up  on  the  wall,  looked  into 
the  gardens  on  the  other  side,  satisfied 
himself  that  his  side  was  just  as  good, 
and  had  no  further  desire  to  cross.  That 
is.  not  until  one  June  day  when  he  was 
twelve  years  old.  He  was  walking  aim- 
lessly through  the  bushes  when  he  heard 
the  sound  of  a  violin.  He  followed  the 
sound  and  found  it  came  from  the  other 
side  of  the  wall.  The  grape-arbor  near 
the  wall  made  it  easy  to  attain  the  top. 
so  making  sure  he  was  not  watched,  he 
climbed  up  and  looked  over.  On  the 
other  side  was  the  most  beautiful  little 
girl  he  had  ever  seen;  she  apparently  was 
alone,  except  for  the  companionship  of  a 
big  dog.  Carl  sat  regarding  the  blonde 
curls  and  daintiness  of  the  child  for  some 
time,  but  she  was  so  absorbed  in  her 
music  that  she  did  not  notice  him  until 
the  dog  ran  to  the  wall  and  barked.  She 
looked  up  and  was  frightened  for  a  mo- 
ment. Then  seeing  Carl  was  nothing  but 
a  boy,  she  called  to  the  dog  in  French, 
"Down,  sir,  come  here!  Stop  making  so 
much  noise!" 

The    dog    obeyed,    and    Carl    jumped 
down. 

"Hello!     Who  are  you?"   he   asked  in 
his  best  French. 
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''The}"  call  me  Jacqueline,"'  she  said, 
smiling  at  him.  "My  father  owns  this 
property.     You   are — Carl:" 

"How  did  you  know?  And  why  haven't 
I  seen  you  before:" 

"I  have  just  returned  from  boarding- 
school  in  France.  My  mother  has  told 
me  all  about  your  family." 

"Then  you   hate  me:" 

"Why,  no!  Mother  says  I  should 
never  hate  anyone!" 

"But  you  don't  like  me:" 

"I  haven't  known  you  long  enough  yet, 
have  I,  Monsieur?"  The  sly  glance  was 
bewitching.  "You  speak  French  very 
well  for  a  German.  Have  you  been  to 
French  schools:" 

"No,  I've  never  been  allowed  outside 
these  walls  without  an  escort.  But  it  does 
not  profit  me  to  speak  French  badly,  or 
make  mistakes  in  my  lessons — a  beating 
is  the  penalty  for  even  the  smallest 
error." 

"Oh!  Your  father  is  very  stern!  Would 
he — he  beat  you  if  he  found  you  here?" 

"He  surely  would!  But  I'll  risk  it  if 
you'll  play  for  me." 

"Why  should  you  wish  to  hear  me 
play?  Mother  says  that  when  you  were 
only  four  you  played  much  better  than 
I'll  ever  be  able  to." 

Jacqueline  looked  into  his  eyes  and 
read   sadness  there. 

"I — I  haven't  even  seen  a  violin  since 
I  was  six.  My  master  said  I  was  too 
girlish  to  be  forever  playing,  and  he 
smashed  my  violin  to  bits." 

Jacqueline  handed  him  the  violin. 

"Do  play  for  me." 

Carl  took  it  eagerly  and  his  fingers 
fondly  caressed  the  bow.  Then  he  played 
— Jacqueline  listened  spellbound,  and  he 
played  for  a  long  while.  He  stopped  sud- 
denly. 

"How  selfish  I  am.  You  must  be  very 
tired.     I'm  sorry." 

"Oh,  no!  Don't  say  that!  I— I— I— 
love  it!  But  it  is  getting  dark.  Won't 
your  mother  worry?" 

The  sad  expression  was  very  evident, 
and  Jacqueline  was  sorry  she  had  asked 
the  question. 

"My  mother  will  not  miss  me.     She  is 


seldom  allowed  to  see  me,  and  is  never 
informed  concerning  me." 

"You  are  to  become  a  great  soldier 
some  day?" 

"A  great — soldier — Will  you  still  like 
me. 

"You — Oh  !"  Jacqueline,  though  only 
eleven,  realized  Carl  was  taking  very 
much  for  granted.  She  wanted  to  put 
him  in  his  place  with  the  proper  snub, 
but  the  memory  of  the  sad  expression, 
and  the  eagerness  with  which  he  was 
awaiting  her   answer,  made  her   say  in- 

S  tCclCl 

"I'll— I'll  love  you,  always." 

This  was  more  than  Carl  had  even 
dreamed — impulse  made  him  touch  his 
lips  to  the  golden  curls  before  he  ran  to 
the  wall  and  climbed  to  the  top.  He 
waved  his  hand  and  called,  "I'll  come 
again,  if  you'll  be  here!" 

She  nodded  assent,  and  Carl  jumped 
from  the  wall — into  plain  view  of  his 
master! 

"So  I've  found  you  at  last!"  he  ex- 
claimed. "It's  a  good  hunt  I've  had,  and 
you're  going  to  pay  for  it.  I  found  two 
errors  on  your  history  paper  so  I  decid- 
ed you'd  better  be  learning  how  to  study. 
What  were  vou  doing  on  that  side  of  the 
wall?" 

The  master  relinquished  his  hold  long 
enough  to  climb  up  and  look  over.  He 
saw  the  little  girl  just  disappearing  behind 
some  bushes. 

"So!  Well,  we'll  report  this  to  your 
father,  and  no  doubt  you'll  be  sore  for  a 
few  days  after!" 

Carl  had  no  alternative  but  to  be  led 
back  to  his  father  in  disgrace. 

"I  found  him  on  the  other  side  of  the 
wall  tormenting  a  poor  little  girl.  His 
conduct  was  disgraceful!" 

Carl  looked  up  in  surprise. 

"It's  a  lie!  She  let  me  play  her  violin 
— that's   all !"     The  master  laughed. 

"You  little  fool!"  said  his  father, 
"Didn't  you  see  he  was  only  forcing  a 
confession  from  you?  Now  you've  ad- 
mitted there's  a  little  girl — who  is  she? 
What  made  you  go  there?" 

Carl  refused  to  answer. 
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"Answer  me !  Remember  I've  caught 
you  disobeying  me.  Don't  make  it  any 
worse  by  your  stubborness !" 

Carl  remained  silent. 

"Get  me  a  whip,"  said  the  Count  to 
the  master,  "and  we'll  see  if  he  won't 
talk!" 

He  beat  Carl  unmercifully  and  might 
have  seriously  injured  him  had  not  an 
excited  servant  come  running  in. 

"A  man  on  horseback  left  this !  Said 
you  must  have  it  at  once!" 

The  Count  shoved  Carl  into  a  chair 
and  read  the  note  the  servant  handed 
him. 

Carl  watched  the  angry  expression  on 
his  father's  face  turn  to  one  of  alarm  as 
he  read  the  note. 

"Get  my  things  ready!"  he  commanded 
the  servant.  "I'm  going  to  Berlin  at 
once." 

He  looked  at  Carl  and  glared.  Carl 
flushed  and  looked  at  the  floor. 

"And  you,  young  man,  solitary  con- 
finement for  a  week!  No! — I'll  take  you 
with  me  and  teach  you  how  to  behave 
under  military  discipline." 

An  hour  later  they  rode  out  of  the 
yard.  Carl  had  not  even  been  permitted 
to  say  good-bye  to  his  mother,  and  he 
felt  very  lonely  and  strange  riding  off 
with  his  awe-inspiring  father.  His  moth- 
er had  watched  him,  however,  from  be- 
hind a  curtain;  tears  had  fallen  from  her 
eyes  as  she  prayed  for  his  safety. 

She  watched  them  out  of  sight;  then 
shook  her  head  and  murmured,  "lou'll 
never  make  a  German  soldier  of  that  bov, 
Wilhelm." 

Events  happened  quickly  after  that, 
and  before  the  Count's  arrival  at  Berlin 
the  Franco-Prussian  war  had  begun. 
The  little  Alsatian  town  where  the  Count 
had  been  living  for  many  years  in  order 
to  keep  watch  over  French  affairs  was 
taken  by  the  Germans,  and  the  victorious 
army  pushed  on  toward  Paris.  Jacque- 
line and  her  family  disappeared.  Some 
said  they  were  killed  by  order  of  the 
Count:  others,  that  they  were  taken  pris- 
oners. 

Carl's  mother  waited  anxiously.  Her 
worst  fears  were  realized  when  the  Count 
returned  alone.     He  had  been  very  strict 


and  severe  all  the  way  to  Berlin,  and  had 
made  the  trip  as  unpleasant  as  possible 
for  his  son.  Carl  stood  this  treatment 
without  complaint  until  the  Count  car- 
ried it  too  far.  Some  French  captives 
were  being  led  down  one  of  the  main 
streets  and  the  Count  ordered  Carl  to 
jeer  and  throw  stones  at  them.  He  abso- 
lutely refused,  whereupon  the  Count  had 
him  publicly  horse-whipped.  Carl  then 
ran  away,  and  the  Count  thought  it  of 
little  consequence  until  after  several  days' 
search  and  his  son  had  not  been  found. 
He  hunted  diligently  but  he  could  find 
no  trace  of  Carl.  The  Count  regretted 
the  loss  of  such  a  defiant  character  that 
might  have  made  an  excellent  German 
soldier,  while  Carl's  mother  mourned  the 
loss  of  her  beloved  son. 


Some  forty  years  ago  in  the  city  of 
Cleveland,  Ohio,  a  wretchedly  dressed, 
but  fine-faced  young  man  stopped  play- 
ing his  violin  long  enough  to  look  into 
the  blue  eyes  of  a  little  Irish  girl.  Mar- 
garet was  sixteen,  and  had  been  in  Amer- 
ica only  four  years.  She  was  uneducated 
and  ignorant,  but  she  was  beautiful  and 
lovable,  and  the  young  man  made  her  his 
wife.  They  were  very  poor  as  their  only 
income  was  what  the  man  made  by  play- 
ing his  violin  in  the  streets.  Lovers  of 
music  often  stopped  to  listen  to  the  hand- 
some beggar  and  wonder  at  his  marvelous 
playing.  They  would  have  wondered 
more  could  they  have  known  he  spoke 
five  languages  fluently. 

After  playing  all  day  the  man  would  go 
home  to  Margaret  and  his  babes  and 
spend  a  few  happy  moments  with  them 
after  his  supper.  Then  he  would  either 
go  out  or  have  German  immigrants  come 
to  his  home  so  he  could  teach  them  to 
speak  English.  He  almost  entirely  de- 
voted his  life  to  that  aim,  rejecting  offers 
to  play  in  the  theatres  so  that  he  could 
givehis  evenings  to  his  German  brothers. 
He  told  no  one  his  history — even  Mar- 
garet knew  very  little,  but  that  did  not 
mar  their  happiness. 

Hard  work  in  the  cold  weather  began 
to  tell  on  the  young  man,  however,  and 
one  nieht  he  had  to  be  carried  home. 
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Margaret  sat  at  his  side  and  sobbed: 
"Carl!  Carl!  Oh,  please  speak  to  me  just 
once  more." 

Finally  he  opened  his  eyes. 

"Oh,  Margaret — You've — you've  been 
a  good — a  good  wife." 

Then  he  smiled  for  the  last  time  and 
Margaret  was  left  to  support  five  small 
children.  His  praise  and  smile  gave  her 
courage,  and  she  struggled  bravely. 
There  were  hard  times  for  the  little  fam- 
ily, though,  and  my  father  has  told  me 
that  there  were  many  times  that  they 
barely  had  enough  to  eat.  His  memories 
of  that  brave  little  woman,  his   mother, 


are  very  dear,  but  those  of  his  father  are 
rather  vague  as  he  was  only  five  when 
Carl  smiled  in  this  world  for  the  last 
time. 

It  is  generally  believed  that  Carl's  last 
smile  was  given  to  Margaret  in  apprecia- 
tion of  her  goodness,  but  I  like  to  think 
my  grandfather's  last  happy  smile  was 
given  when  he  heard  the  mellow  tones  of 
an  old  violin,  and  saw  awaiting  him  an 
angel — a  dainty,  little  girl  with  golden 
curls. 

Mabel  Arnold  Guilhop, 

February  '25. 


GOLDEN-ROD  STAFF 

First  Roiv  :  Corinne  Holteen 

Second  Row :  Henry  Cutler,  Charlotte  Riggs,  Clara  Saylor,  Alexander  Souden, 
Edward  Maloney,  Margaret  Marr,  Gertrude  Savage 

Third  Row  :  Libero  Marini,  Jack  Ainsleigh,  Clarence  Nickerson,  Miss  Margaret 
Deitsch,  Mr.  Ernest  Upham 


One  hundred  couples  attended  the  High 
School  Alumni  Reunion  dance  given  at 
the  "V\  cllaston  school  hall,  Friday  evening 
Dec.  27,  1924,  under  the  direction  of  the 
Quincy  High  School  Club  of  Northeastern 
University.  The  committee  in  charge 
comprised  Alan  Millen,  chairman;  John 
E.  Bissett,  Chester  Call,  Arthur  White- 
head, Louis  Merrill,  and  John  Fuller. 

1911 

J.  Weston  Pratt  is  an  instructor  in 
metallurgy  at  Massachusetts  Institute  of 
Technology. 

1916 

Carl  Hammond  is  doing  engineering 
work  in   California. 

Eva  Diack,  who  teaches  in  the  Cod- 
dington  school,  is  Worthy  Matron  of 
Quincy   Chapter,   0.   E.   S. 

Carl  Leander  was  one  of  the  candi- 
dates for  councillor  from  Ward  One. 

1917 

John  Cummings  is  recuperating  from  a 
very  serious  illness  at  the  Quincy  Hospi- 
tal.' 

Henrv  Peterson  is  with  a  life  insurance 
company  in  Bridgeport,  Connecticut. 

1918 

Roy  Walker  is  connected  with  a  woolen 
firm  in  Boston. 

1919 

Everett  Miller  is  employed  by  Chick- 
ering  and  Sons. 

Roland  Forsyth  has  a  position  with  the 
Otis  Elevator  Companv  at  Yonkers,  New 
York. 

Paul  Higgins  was  one  of  the  quarter- 
backs on  the  Brown  team  this  season. 

Harriet  Barbour  has  blossomed  forth 
as  an  author,  the  Macmillan  Company 
having  published  her  "Old  English  Tales 
Retold." 


1920 

Ruth  Williams  is  a  graduate  nurse  at 
the  Children's  Hospital,  Boston. 

Sumner  Besse  and  George  Gould  are 
students  at  M.  I.  T. 

John  Holden  is  taking  a  graduate 
course  at  M.  I.  T. 


1921 

Bertha  Wight,  treasurer  of  the  senior 
class  at  Radcliffe  College,  has  been 
awarded  a  scholarship  for  1924  and  1925. 

Edwin  Marbach  is  a  mechanical  engin- 
eer at  the  Boston  Gear  Works. 

Dorothy  Prout  is  a  senior  at  Miss 
Wheelock's  Kindergarten  School. 

Arthur  Whitehead,  John  Fuller,  Edwin 
Davidson,  and  Everett  Bissett  are  sen- 
iors at  Northeastern. 

Reginald  Palmer,  general  manager  of 
the  United  Fruit  Company  at  Guatemala, 
is  home  for  a  short  visit. 

Clarence  Barron,  Benjamin  Berman, 
Percy  Castleman,  Willard  Edwards,  and 
Archer  Nickerson  are  registered  at 
M.  I.  T. 


1922 

Robert  Osgood  is  learning  the  banking 
business  at  the  State  Street  Trust. 

Edith  Imray,  who  is  now  living  at 
Portage,  Wisconsin,  is  private  secretary 
to  a  physician. 

Euphemia  Rennie  is  a  student  at  Miss 
Perry's   Kindergarten   School. 

Hyman  Richman  is  a  junior  at  North- 
eastern. 

Hazel  Smith  is  connected  with  the 
Library  Bureau  of  Boston. 

Robert  Nichols  is  registered  at  Tufts. 

George  Crotty,  Donald  Cummings, 
Sumner  Randell,  Fred  Riley,  Ray  Spear 
and  John  Sumner  are  attending  M.  I.  T. 
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February,   1923 

Edmund  Johnson,  a  sophomore  at 
Dartmouth,  won  a  scholarship  for  1924 
and   1925.  ' 

Edward  Savage  is  connected  with  the 
Boston  Transcript. 

Esther  Holteen  is  training  for  a  nurse 
at  the  Massachusetts  Homeopathic  Hos- 
pital, Boston. 

Elsie  Thurber  attends  the  Boston 
School  of  Physical  Education. 

John  Farrell  is  employed  at  the  Quincy 
Lumber  Yard. 


June,   1923 

Mildred  Mason  is  a  stenographer  at  the 
State  Street  Trust  Co. 

Helen  Bigelow  is  a  student  at  Miss 
Wheelock's  Kindergarten  School. 

Mildred  Maloney  has  a  position  with 
a  Boston  firm. 

Anna  Gelotte  is  assistant  private  sec- 
retary to  Mayor  Barbour. 

Emily  Boshan  attends  the  Katherine 
Gibbs'  School. 


February,   1924 

lone  Higgin^  attends  the  Chandler 
Business  School  of  Boston. 

Bertram  Barrows  is  a  freshman  at 
Northeastern. 

Edwin  Nealley  is  now  timekeeper  on  a 
ranch  of  the  United  Fruit  Company  at 
Guatemala. 

Eleanor  Eastman  attends  Miss  Wheel- 
ock's Kindergarten  School. 

Velma  Herrick  is  registered  at  the 
Perry  Normal  School. 

Sarah  Couch  is  taking  a  course  at  the 
Katherine  Gibbs'  School. 

Harry  Blanchet  is  a  student  at  Massa- 
chusetts Institute  of  Technology. 


June,   1924 

Helen  Stone  has  announced  her  en- 
gagement to  Dr.  Hoel  Berger,  Tufts  '23. 

Eliot  Weil  has  been  elected  vice-presi- 
dent of  the  freshman  class  at  Bowdoin 
College. 

Mildred  Wiley  is  taking  a  course  at 
Bryant  and  Stratton. 

Walter  Cullman  attends  B.  U. 

John  and  Edwin  Beck  are  registered  at 
B.  U. 

Agnes  McPhillips  attends  the  Emerson 
College  of  Oratory. 

James  McPhillips  is  employed  at  Jor- 
dan Marsh  &  Co.  He  attends  the  B.  U. 
College  of  Business  Administration  eve- 
nings. 

Conrad  Nobili  attends  Boston  Univer- 
sity. 

John  Payson  attends  B.  U.  College  of 
Business  Administration. 

Ben  Ellison  and  Owen  Stoner  are 
studying  business  at  Northeastern. 

Florence  Butman  is  a  clerk  in  the  High 
School  office. 

Robert  Gately  is  working  in  Jordan 
Marsh  &  Co. 

Eleanor  Spear  and  Louise  Dinegan  are 
assistants  at  the  Thomas  Crane  Public 
Library. 

Eric  Sjorstrom  attends  Miss  Barry's 
Shorthand  Institute. 

Ralph  Salvucci  is  studying  to  become 
a  druggist. 

Bessie  Thurber  is  registered  at  the 
Rhode  Island  School  of  Design. 

Charles  Stearns  is  a  student  at  Went- 
worth  Institute. 

Hilmer  Nelson  is  working  for  the  John 
Hancock  Life  Insurance  Company. 

George  Fleshman  and  Milton  Jaycox 
attend  Thayer  Academy. 

Frank  Pinard  is  working  in  the  labora- 
tory of  a  Braintree  Oil  Company. 

Virginia  Wood  is  studying  business  at 
Boston  University. 
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Scbool  New? 


EDUCATION  WEEK 

The  main  feature  of  education  week  in 
Quincy  was  the  mass  meeting  in  the  audi- 
torium of  our  school  \\  ednesdav  evening. 
November  19.  1924. 

The  entire  building  was  opened  for  in- 
spection. The  following  students  ushered: 
Xorman  Earle,  Lawrence  Parrish,  Ruth 
O'Malley,  Collin  Marr,  Clara  Savior, -Eva 
Seidon,  Ruth  Anderson,  Roger  Bascom, 
Anna  Chignola.  Porter  Collin.  Arnold 
Cullman,  Leo  Darr,  Carol  Fowler,  Eve- 
lyn Hanson,  Erie  Hoey,  Marion  Mac- 
Milian.  \  era  Persion,  Florence  Rauch. 
\  irginia  Reed,  Stanley  Spencer,  Lucy 
Zanotti,  Marjorie  Hoey,  Ilmi  Puskala, 
Alexander  Souden,  Carl  Wennberg  and 
Ethel  Kunkle. 

The  speakers  of  the  evening  were  Mr. 
Xickerson,  Mr.  Collins,  Dr.  Hunting, 
Payson  Smith,  state  commissioner  of  edu- 
cation. A  musical  entertainment  was 
eiven  by  our  glee  clubs  and  orchestra. 

ASSEMBLY 

On  Thursday  morning,  November  20, 
1924,  Education  Week  was  observed  by 
the  students.  The  musical  program  of 
the  night  before  was  given.  The  speak- 
er was  Pliney  Jewell,  vice-president  of 
Coffin  &  Burr  Co.,  Boston  brokers.  He 
pointed  out  the  four  chief  elements  for 
a  successful  life.  In  his  opinion  they 
were:  integrity;  industry;  intelligence; 
imagination. 

CONCERT 

A  musical  concert  was  given  on  Friday, 
December  6,  1924,  by  members  of  the 
Boston  Symphony  Orchestra,  arranged  by 
Paul  Shirley.  Each  selection  was  pre- 
ceded by  a  short  explanation  of  the  mu- 
sic and  a  few  facts  about  the  composer. 
Those  taking  part  were:  Mrs.  Leadbetter, 
soprano;  Paul  Shirley,  voila  D'amore; 
George  Brown,  'cello;  Reginald  Board- 
man,  piano. 


SCHOOL  DANCE 

The-  first  dance  of  the  school  year  was 
held  Thursday  evening,  October  30,  in 
the  gymnasium.  A  short  entertainment  in 
the  form  of  a  pantomime  play  broad- 
casted from  station  QHS  preceded  the 
dance. 

The  feature  dance  of  the  evening,  the 
elimination  dance,  was  won  by  Merritt 
Libby  and  Harriet  Patterson. 

The  dance  committee  was : 
February  '25 

GlTNNAR    GeLOTTE 

June  '25 

Edwix  Milk 
February  '26 

Berxice  Riggs 
June  '26 

George  Barker 


Clara  Saylor 

Fred  McCobb 

James  Hayes 

Eyelyx  Haxsox 


FOOTBALL  RECEPTION 

The  football  reception  was  held  Friday 
evening.  December  12.  The  following 
were  presented  with  letters: 

Players — Jack  Bird.  Raymond  Granai, 
Frank  Hebert,  Capt.  Winthrop  Cook, 
Robert  Foley,  Chester  Kilpatrick,  Carlyle 
Kretchman.  Abraham  Kurtis,  George 
LeCain,  Captain-elect  William  Lindblom, 
Munroe  MacLean,  Edwin  Martell,  Joseph 
Morse,  Xathan  Xichols,  Frank  O'Brien, 
Lawrence  Parrish,  George  Philbrick, 
Chandler  Rvder,  James  Sullivan,  Charles 
Todd. 

Managers — Francis  Wade  and  Robert 
Blake. 

Home  Room  Agents — Helen  Bates, 
Dorothy  Dinegan,  Dora  Fairbanks,  Agnes 
Fornell.  Emilv  Grant,  Margaret  Marr, 
Ruth  0*Malley. 

Cheer  Leaders — Gladys  Xeal,  Ella 
Rood,  Florence  Rauch,  Edson  Fuller. 

Captain  Cook,  after  the  letters  had 
been  awarded,  presented  Coach  Mitchell 
with  a  cup  as  a  token  of  the  appreciation 
of  the  work  he  has  done  this  year  for 
the  team. 

The    elimination    dance    was    won    by 
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Ernest  Yallee  and  Mildred  Lawler.  The 
music  for  the  occasion  was  furnished  by 
Conrad  Xobili  and  his  Kings  of  Syncopa- 
tion, an  eight-piece  orchestra.  These 
players  are  under  the  direction  of  Conrad 
Xobili,  who  led  the  High  School  Orches- 
tra last  year.  Despite  the  fact  this  or- 
chestra is  very  busy.  Xobili  did  his  bit 
to  help  out  by  offering  his  services  gratis, 
a  factor  very  much  appreciated  by  the 
dance  committee. 


GIRLS'  ATHLETICS 

Under  the  direction  of  Miss  Walmsley 
120  girls  are  enrolled  for  girls'  interclass 
basketball.  The  girls  are  divided  into 
two  leagues  of  six  teams  each,  and  each 
team  made  up  of  ten  girls.  The  first 
league  is  composed  of  Juniors  and  Sen- 
iors. The  second  league  is  entirely  of 
Sophomores.  The  winners  of  the  leagues 
will  play  each  other  in  January. 

The  schedule  is  as  follows: 
December  17. 

1:45 — Senior   2   vs.    Junior   3:    2:15 — Senior    1 
vs.  Senior  3;  2:45 — Senior  2  vs.  Junior  1. 
December  30. 

1:45 — Senior  4  vs.  Senior  6:  2:15 — Sophomore 
1   vs.   Sophomore  5:  2:45 — Sophomore  2  vs. 
Sophomore   3 . 
January  7. 

1:45 — Junior    1    vs.    Senior    1:    2:15 — Junior   2 
vs.  Senior  3;  2:45 — Junior  3  vs.  Senior  2. 
January  9. 

1:45 — Sophomore   2   vs.   Sophomore   5;   2:15 — 
Sophomore  3  "s.  Sophomore  6;  2:45 — Sopho- 
more  1    vs.   Sophomore   5. 
January   14. 

1:45 — Sophomore   2   vs.    Sophomore   5;   2:15 — 
Sophomore  3  vs.  Sophomore  6;  2:45 — Sopho- 
more  1  vs.  Sophomore  4. 
January   16 

1:45 — Junior   2    vs.    Senior  2;    2:15 — Junior   3 

vs.  Senior  1;  2:45 — Junior  1  vs.  Senior  3. 
FINALS — The    winners    in    each    league    will 
play  for  the  championship. 

HONOR  ROLL 

The  honor  roll  for  the  quarter  ending 
Xovember  14  is  as  folLows: 

February  '25 — Honors : 
Edward     Maloney,     Julia     Manneros, 
Rachel  Thomas. 


June  '25 — Highest  Honors: 

John  Hofferty,  Sophie  Marentz,  Edwin 
Milk,  Ruth  O'Malley,  Harriett  Patterson, 
Edna  Shea. 

February  '26 — Honors: 

Beatrice  Palmquist,  Eleanor  Reddy, 
Margaret  Savard. 

June  '26 — Highest  Honors: 

Riana  Crawford,  Gladys  Foley,  Roy 
Kendall,  Olive  Smith. 

Honors — Madeline  Chute,  Walter  Ho- 
konen,  Franklin  Horton,  Alfred  Morse. 

February  '27 — Highest  Honors: 

Bessie  Diamond,  Ray  Sternberg.  Hon- 
ors— Beatrice  Anderson,  Frederic  Buck, 
Sylvia,  Carlson,  Astro  Di  Bona,  Theresa 
Fisher,  Mildred  Johnson,  Marjorie  Jor- 
dan, Grace  Kieswetter,  Gertrude  Xattie, 
Mary  Rusconi,  Dorothy  Waite,  Louise 
Whiton. 

June  '27 — Highest  Honors: 

Melba  Barnes,  Miriam  Carr,  Mildred 
Dixon,  Eleanor  Horton,  Katherine  LowTe, 
Priscilla  Morse.  Honors — Herbert  All- 
bright,  Earl  Ayres,  Richard  Baltzer,  Alice 
Campbell,  Helen  Erickson,  Irene  Fosdick, 
Gertrude  Hatfield,  Russell  Hoch,  Rosa- 
mond Koritzky,  Louise  Locke,  Emily 
Smith,  Dorothy  Taylor,  Josephine  Wast- 
coat,  Carela  Whitman,  Lillian  Hanson. 

February  '28 — Highest   Honors: 

Frances  Dold,  Lloyd  Douglass,  Bart- 
lett  Eddy,  Elizabeth  Kinghorn,  Stanley 
MacLeod,  William  Rossing.  Honors — 
Olive  Baker,  George  Bennett,  Alice  Cull- 
man, Hazel  Daulberg,  Mary  Laing,  Ed- 
ward Loftus,  Robert  Luce,  Rose  Luft- 
man,  Miriam  Milligan,  Edward  Palmer, 
Harry  Pavan,  Arthur  Phillips,  Barbara 
Showcross. 

THALIA  CLUB 

On  Friday,  October  24,  nineteen  new 
student  members  were  initiated  into  the 
Thalia  Club,  bringing  the  total  member- 
ship up  to  35.  Of  these  18  are  juniors 
and  17  seniors.  Miss  Howe,  Miss  Flagg, 
Miss  Walmsley,  Miss  Wood,  Miss  Mer- 
rill, and  Miss  Coleman  are  the  faculty 
members. 

The  membership  of  the  club  is: 
Senior — February     '25.     Mabel     Guil- 


38 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


hop,  Margaret  Marr,  Beatrice  Martineau, 
Ilmi  Puskala,  Clara  Savior,  Rachel 
Thomas,   and  Lucy  Zanotti. 

June  '25.  Mildred  Arsenault,  Virginia 
Carville,  Mary  Devine,  Helmi  Flinck, 
Agnes  Fornell,  Impi  Koski,  Sophie  Ma- 
rentz,  Ruth  O'Malley,  Vera  Persion, 
Edna  Shea.  Barbara  Walker  and  Marion 
Wright. 

Junior  Members — February  '26. 

Helen  Bates,  Geraldine  Curran.  Hazel 
Olsen,  Marion  MacMillan,  Gladys  Mc- 
Kay, Rachel  Pynny,  Virginia  Reed  and 
Doris  Richer. 

June  '26 — Marion  Burdett,  Anna  Chig- 
nola,  Riana  Crawford,  Evelyn  Hanson, 
Clarice  Newall,  Agnes  Olsen,  Florence 
Rauch,  Eva  Sliden,  and  Anna  Sternberg. 

On  Thursday,  October  30,  the  election 
of  officers  was  held : 


President  

Vice-PresJdent- 
Secretary  

Treasurer 


Clara   Satlor 

..Evelyn    Hanson 

Edna  Shea 

Rachel    Pyxxy 


The    following    committees    were    also 
formed : 

LITERARY  COMMITTEE 

Agnes  Fornell,  Chairman 

Geraldine  Curran  Riana  Crawford 

DRAMATIC  COMMITTEE 

Barbara  Walker.   Chairman 
Marion  MacMillan  Ruth  O'Malley 

OUTDOOR  COMMITTEE 

Vera    Persion,    Chairman 
Rachel  Thomas  Gladys  McKay 


CHRISTMAS  PLAY 

On  Friday,  December  19,  the  play 
"Reveries"  by  Percival  Wilde,  was  given 
by  the  following  students: 

Louise  Whiton,  Porter  Collins,  Ken- 
dall Mills,  Xelford  Platner,  Barbara 
Kesen,  Miriam  Carr,  Beatrice  Cadets, 
Ruth  McCurdy,  Ruth  Gesmer,  Esther 
Katz,  Rosamond  Korinsky  and  Helen 
Kerr.  There  was  a  solo  dance  by  Ruth 
Lintz.  The  combined  glee  clubs  sang 
carols.  Miss  Brown  coached,  assisted  by 
the  Misses  Webb,  Hall,  Thissel,  Zellar, 
Walmslev  and  Mr.  Mitchell. 


SENIOR  DRAMATICS 

The  cast  for  the  play  "Under  Cover" 
by  Roi  Cooper  McGrue,  selected  by  the 
following  committee:  Miriam  Westland, 
Gunnar  Gelotte,  Clarence  Xickerson, 
Frank  Lowe.  John  Hamre  and  Edwin 
Milk,  has  been  chosen  by  Director 
Franklin  B.  Mitchell,  aided  by  Miss 
Brown,  Miss  Giles,  Miss  Thompson,  Miss 
Webb  and  Miss  Zellar. 

The  cast  is:  Evelyn  O'Connell,  Olive 
Rogers,  Virginia  Carvill,  Barbara  Walker, 
Esther  Halonen,  Clarence  Xickerson, 
James  Ronald,  Fred  Dickey,  Gunnar 
Gelotte.  Henry  Cutler,  Francis  Shea, 
Theodore  Trask  and  Edwin  Milk. 


THE  DEBATING  SOCIETY 

The  Debating  Society  has  been  meet- 
ing regularly  every  two  weeks.  At  these 
meetings  debates  are  given  by  members 
in  the   club. 

The  way  the  teams  lined  up  for  the 
question:  "Capital  Punishment  Should 
Be  Abolished"  was  as  follows: 

Affirmative — Buell  Fuller,  John  Fuller, 
Franklin  Horton.  Rebuttal — John  Ful- 
ler. 

Xegative — Porter  Collins,  Arnold  Cull- 
man. George  Outwater.  Rebuttal — Porter 
Collins. 

The  Affirmative  team  won.  John  Ful- 
ler was  chosen  best  speaker  by  the 
judges;  J.  P.  Jewell,  Charles  Brooks  and 
Alexander   Souden. 

The  teams  for  the  question:  "The 
Government  Should  Have  the  Ownership 
of  Telephones,  Telegraphs  and  Rail- 
roads" were  as  follows : 

Affirmative — Paul  Reardon. 

Xegative — Stanley  Spencer,  Edmund 
Care}-. 

At  this  meeting  the  question  for  debate 
at  the  next  meeting  was  decided  on.  It 
was:  "Resolved:  That  the  United  States 
Enter  the  League  of  Xations." 

Gertrude  Savage. 


Football 


Quincy  21 — Boston  Latin  0 

Quincy  found  their  stride  when  they 
beat  Boston  Latin,  21 — 0,  at  the  Merry- 
mount  Oval.  Not  once  during  the  entire 
game  was  the  Quincy  goal  in  danger.  In 
the  first  four  minutes  of  play  Quincy 
scored  two  touchdowns.  The  first  touch- 
down came  when  Le  Cain  hurled  a  for- 
ward pass  to  Parrish  who  ran  thirty  yards 
to  a  score.  Parrish  also  kicked  the  extra 
point.  Kretschman  scored  the  second 
touchdown  when  he  ran  sixty-five  yards 
through  the  center  of  the  line.  During 
the  second  and  third  periods,  Latin  re- 
mained on  the  defensive,  but  Quincy  was 
unable  to  score.  Donaghey  was  the  only 
man  who  could  seem  to  make  any  gain 
for  Latin.  In  the  final  period  Quincy 
brought  the  ball  to  their  opponent's 
eight-yard  line,  from  where  Todd  scored 
on  an  end  run.  Todd  also  kicked  the 
extra  point.  The  game  ended  shortly 
after  the  following  kick-off  with  the  ball 
in   mid-field. 

Quincy  \4 — Methuen  0 

Quincy  strengthened  their  reputation 
as  a  football  team  when  they  defeated 
Methuen  \4 — 0.  Methuen,  previous  to 
their  meeting  with  Quincy,  had  won 
twelve  consecutive  games  and  was  con- 
sidered one  of  the  best  teams  in  the 
state.  Methuen  was  so  thoroughly  out- 
played that  they  were  unable  to  make 
one  first  down.  In  the  first  quarter 
neither  team  could  gain  any  ground  by 
rushing,  since  both  defenses  were  very 
strong.  In  the  second  period  Quincy 
started  a  smashing  attack  and  brought 
the  ball  to  their  opponents'  thirty-yard 
line.  After  being  held  for  two  downs, 
Quincy  completely  fooled  Methuen  when 
O'Brien  threw  a  forward  to  Parrish  who 
easily  scored.  Methuen  came  back  strong 


in  the  second  half  and  Quincy  was  unable 
to  make  any  real  gains.  In  the  final 
period  Methuen's  defense  began  to  give 
way  under  Quincy's  smashing  drives. 
After  Quincy  received  a  punt  on  their 
own  twenty-yard  line,  Parrish  skirted 
around  Methuen's  right  end  and  ran  80 
yards  to  a  touchdown  behind  wonderful 
interference.  The  game  ended  with 
Methuen  vainly  trying  to  stage  a  come- 
back. 

Dean  2nd  7 — Quincy  0 

Quincy  received  a  set-back  from  Dean 
second,  7 — 0.  It  was  one  of  the  best 
games  of  the  season,  but  the  excessive 
weight  of  the  Dean  team  decided  the 
issue.  Dean  scored  early  in  the  first  per- 
iod when  Aaron  made  a  beautiful  50-yard 
run  through  the  entire  Quincy  team.  Af- 
ter this  Quincy  fought  harder,  and  Dean 
was  unable  to  get  within  twenty  yards 
of  Quincy's  goal  line.  In  the  final  period 
Quincy  twice  brought  the  ball  to  Dean's 
eight-yard  line,  but  the  defense  of  the 
Dean  team  was  too  powerful  to  be 
cracked.  The  game  ended  with  the  ball 
in  Dean's   territory. 

Quincy  35— Stoughton  0 

Quincy  came  back  strong  after  the 
Dean  defeat  and  swamped  Stoughton,  35 
to  0.  It  was  an  easy  victory  for  Quincy. 
Almost  "every  substitute  on  the  Quincy 
squad  got  into  the  game.  The  Quincy 
backs  were  fagged  from  running.  The 
most  notable  runs  were  made  by  Kretsch- 
man and  Parrish.  Only  once  was  the 
Stoughton  team  able  to  pass  the  middle 
of  the  field  on  straight  rushing.  Betta, 
captain  of  Stoughton,  was  the  only  man 
who  could  stop  the  Quincy  runners.  The 
touchdowns  were  made  by  Kretschman, 
3;  Parrish,  1;  Morse,  1. 
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Brockton  20 — Quincy  0 

Quincy  travelled  to  Brockton  with  over 
800  followers  and  before  a  crowd  of  5000 
was  defeated  by  the  Shoe  City  team,  20 
to  0.  Quincy  was  glorious  in  defeat. 
Outweighed  15  pounds  to  a  man,  Quincy 
gave  the  undefeated  Brockton  team  the 
stiffest  opposition  that  it  had  received 
during  the  whole  season.  The  spirit  of 
the  Quincy  team  was  remarkable.  With 
defeat  staring  them  in  the  face  the  Quincy 
boys  fought  for  every  inch,  and  showed 
the  Brockton  fans  a  real  game.  Quincy 
gave  Brockton  a  bad  scare  when,  having 
received  the  kick-off,  they  brought  the 
ball  to  their  opponent's  40-yard  line  on 
two  rushes.  Here  a  forward  pass  failed, 
and  Brockton  took  the  ball  on  downs. 
After  Brockton  had  made  two  first  downs 
Quincy  held  on  their  own  seven-yard  line 
and  took  the  ball.  After  one  rush  gained 
two  yards  the  period  ended.  At  the  start 
of  the  second  period  Parrish  kicked  a 
low  punt  from  his  own  nine-yard  line  to 
mid-field.     Here  Creedon  caught  the  ball 


on  the  run  and  raced  along  the  side-line 
to  a  touchdown.  It  was  like  a  bolt  from 
the  blue,  but  it  only  made  Quincy  fight 
harder,  and  Brockton  was  unable  to  score 
again  during  the  remainder  of  the  period. 
In  the  third  period  Quincy  received  a 
punt  on  their  own  two-yard  line,  and 
after  three  vain  attempts  to  gain  by  rush- 
ing, Parrish  stepped  back  behind  the  goal 
line  for  a  punt.  Hardly  had  Parrish  got 
the  ball  when  he  was  smothered  under  a 
group  of  scarlet  jerseys.  When  the  pile 
was  removed,  Walsh,  Brockton  tackle, 
was  found  to  have  the  ball.  This  added 
six  more  points  to  the  Brockton  score, 
and  again  Quincy  fought  back.  In  the 
final  period  the  Quincy  line  began  to 
crumple  under  the  smashes  of  the  heav- 
ing Brockton  backs.  After  the  ball  was 
brought  to  Quincy's  15-yard  line  Creedon 
took  it  over  on  an  off-tackle  play.  Quincy 
received  the  ball  on  the  next  kick-off  and 
in  a  last  effort  to  score  began  to  try  the 
forward  passing  game, 
however,  and  after  a 
failed  the  game  ended. 


It  was  too  late. 
few    passes    had 


BASKET-BALL 


The  1924  basketball  season  at  Quincy 
started  off  with  a  bang  when  70  men  re- 
ported to  Coach  Clark  for  first  practise. 
After  three  days  practise  the  squad  was 
reduced  to  twenty-five  men  who  will  be 
kept  during  the  whole  season.  The  let- 
ter men  from  last  year  are  Hamre, 
Francher  and  MacLean.  With  these 
three  as  a  nucleus,  Quincy  should  put  on 
a  very  strong  team.  Manager  Hayes 
has  scheduled  many  games,  most  of 
which  will  be  played  on  the  new  gym 
floor.  It  is  expected  that  this  will  be  the 
biggest  basketball  year  that  Quincy  has 
ever  had. 


SCHEDULE 

First  Team 

Jan.     6 — Braintree  at  Quincy 

Jan.     9 — Belmont  at  Quincy 

Jan.  13 — Dedham  at  Dedham 

Jan.  16 — Milton  High  at  Milton 

Jan.  20 — Rivers  Academy  at  Quincy 

Jan.  23 — Milton  Academy  at  Milton 

Jan.  27— Wellesley  at  Wellesley 

Jan.  30 — Everett  at  Quincy 

Feb.     3 — Open 

Feb.     6— Medford  at  Medford 

Feb.  10 — Walpole  at  Quincy 

Feb.  13 — Open 

Feb.  17 — Rivers   Academy   at   Brookline 

Feb.  20— Dedham  at  Quincy 

Mar.    2 — Milton  High  at  Quincy 

Mar.    5 — Medford  at  Quincy 

Second  Team 
Jan.     9 — Belmont  at  Quincy 
Jan.  16 — Milton  High  at  Milton 
Jan.  30 — Everett  at  Quincy 
Feb.  10— Walpole  at  Quincy 
Mar.    2 — Milton  High  at  Quincy 
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OUR  VIEWS 

"The  Bulletin" — Watertown,  Mass. 

Your   paper   has    some   excellent   cuts, 
though   a  few  stories  would   improve  it. 
Don't  you  have  an  exchange  column? 
"The      Columbian" — Columbia,      South 

Carolina. 

Complete  in  every  way,  though  there 
is  a  waste  of  space  at  the  end  of  each 
department.  Your  "local"  section  gives 
us  a  fine  idea  of  the  school  and  its  ac- 
tivities. 
"Drury     Academe"  —  North     Adams, 

Mass. 

The  headings  are  unusually  attractive. 
It  would  be  difficult  to  excel  your  literary 
department. 

"The  Echo" — Winthrop,  Mass. 

A  good  example  of  what  a  school  paper 
should  be. 

"The  Gleaner" — Pawtucket,  R.  I. 

Your  magazine  is  interesting  from 
cover  to  cover.  The  cuts  at  the  head 
of  each  department  are  clever. 

"The      Mirror" — Hasbrouck      Heights, 
New  Jersey. 

Your  commencement  number  reminds 
us  of  a  college  year  book.     The  pictures 
make  it  ever  so  interesting. 
"The  Monad" — Belleville,  New  Jersey. 

This    is    what    we    call    a    fine    school 
paper. 
"The   Radiator" — Somerville,   Mass. 

Your  magazine  is  exceedingly  well 
written  in  every  department.  There  is 
not  much  cause  for  criticism. 

COMMENTS  ON  THE  JUNE  '24 

GOLDEN  ROD 

More  "pep"  between  these  two  covers 
than  possessed  by  a  cheer  leader! 

The  Huttlestonian,  Fairhaven,  Mass. 

A  fine  representative.     The  cover  de- 
sign is  very  attractive  and  simple.    Your 
editorial  staff  is  to  be  complimented.    We 
like   the    idea    of   the   "Alumni"   section. 
The  Columbian,  Columbia,  S..  C. 


An  enjoyable  magazine  with  all  its  de- 
partments well  developed.  Your  "Who's 
Which"  was  rather  clever. 

The  Chronicle,  Hartford,  Conn. 

We  have  received  and  exchanged  with 
the  following: 

"The  Alpha,"  Wilmington  High  School, 
Wilmington,  Mass. 

"Bishop's  College  School  Magazine," 
Lennoxville,  Quebec. 

"Boston  University  News,"  Boston 
University,  Mass. 

"The  Bowdoin  Orient,"  Bowdoin  Col- 
lege, Brunswick,  Me. 

"The  Bulletin,"  Watertown  Senior 
High,  Watertown,  Mass. 

"The  Cardinal,"  Lincoln  High  School, 
Portland,  Oregon. 

"The  Chronicle,"  Hartford  High 
School,  Hartford,  Mass. 

"The  Columbian,"  Columbia  High 
School,  Columbia,  S.  C. 

"The  Durfree  Hilltop,"  Durfree  High 
School,  Fall  River,  Mass. 

"Drury  Academe,"  Drury  High  School, 
North  Adams,  Mass. 

"The  Echo,"  Winthrop  High  School, 
Winthrop,  Mass. 

"The  Gleaner,"  Pawtucket  High  School, 
Pawtucket,  R.  I. 

"The  Huttlestonian,"  Fairhaven  High 
School,  Fairhaven,  Mass. 

"The  Imp,"  Brighton  High  School, 
Boston,  Mass. 

"The  Index,"  South  High  School, 
Worcester,  Mass. 

"The  Jabberwock,"  Girls'  Latin  School, 
Boston,  Mass. 

"The  Mallonian,"  Girls'  High  School, 
Atlanta,  Ga. 

"The  Mirror,"  Hasbrouck  Heights 
High   School,  Hasbrouck  Heights,  N.  J. 

"The  Monad,"  Belleville  High  School, 
Belleville,  New  Jersey. 

"The  Oredigger,"  Colorado  School  of 
Mines,  Golden,  Colorado. 

"The  Radiator,"  Somerville  High 
School,  Somerville,  Mass. 

"The  Red  and  Black,"  Salt  Lake  City 
East  High,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 
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Trask,  (arrested  for  speeding) — "Good 
morning,  Judge.  How  are  you  this 
morning?" 

Judge — "Fine.     Twenty-five  dollars." 

Pupil — "Gosh,  I  had  a  fright  at  the 
Football  Reception." 

Second  Ditto — "Yeah,  I  saw  her." 

Mother — "Bob,  dear,  you'd  better  not 
go  to  the  dance  this  wet  night;  your 
rubbers  leak." 

Bob  Fay — "That's  all  right,  mother; 
I've  got  pumps  inside  of  'em." 

Kretschman — "During  my  Christmas 
vacation  I  tramped  on  an  average  of 
twenty  miles  a  day." 

Ainsleigh — "Is  that  so?  I  owned  a 
second-hand  car  once  myself." 

Miss  Armstrong — "Never  mind  your 
finger,  Foley." 

Foley,  (after  hurting  his  finger) — "Lit- 
tle girls  cry  after  hurting  their  fingers, 
but  little  boys  swear." 

ALL  SORTS 

R.  Bascom  came  to  school  on  the  cold- 
est day,  wearing  white  duck  trousers. 
Paying  off  a  bet. 

Some  pupils  evidently  use  their  heads 
for  a  hatrack  only.  For  instance,  the 
pupils  confused  at  the  two  recesses. 

We  wonder  who  fastened  that  door  in 
the  Christmas  play.  The  burglar  lock 
must  have  been  on. 

The  pupils  owning  autos  have   frozen 


radiators    for    an    excuse    for    being   late 
these  cold  mornings. 

Mr.  Wilson  declares  that  some  of  the 
physics  apparatus  speaks  for  itself. 

Getting  ready  to  have  the  Golden  Rod 
Staff  picture  taken  disclosed  quite  a  few 
"sheiks." 

It  looked  as  though  some  of  the  pupils 
were  in  training  for  a  wrestling  match 
judging  by  the  way  they  danced  at  the 
Football  Reception. 

It  appears  that  the  boys  took  Air.  Col- 
lin's words  to  heart  about  using  handker- 
chiefs or  gloves  while  dancing.  For  fur- 
ther information  inquire  of  the  clerk  at 
the  glove  counter  in  Wool  worth's. 

Some  of  the  teachers  have  remarked 
that  the  Golden  Rod  Staff  must  be  pretty 
busy,  judging  by  the  number  of  notices 
for  meetings  being  sent  around  every 
sixth  period. 

One  of  the  young  ladies  of  the  Alumni 
seeing  the  boys  leaving  the  Industrial 
School  at  3.30  thought  she  was  viewing 
a  dismissal  of  one  of  Miss  Thompson's 
"afternoon  tea  parties." 

Many  of  the  High  School  young  men 
are  several  days  behind  style,  owing  to 
the  fact  that  the  Joneses  were  absent  the 
other  day. 

A  young  lady  watching  the  finish  of  a 
rehearsal    of    "Under    Cover"    remarked 

that  Cag  Nickerson  was  too  bashful. 

Well,  MAYBE ! 
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Charlotte  Riggs,  (after  stepping  direct- 
ly on  a  thumb  tack) — "Oh,  I  have  a  tack 
in  my  sole." 

Miss     Armstrong — "There     isn't     any 
need  of  everybody  talking." 
Hayes — "No,  let's  take  turns." 

Erickson — "I've  got  a  new  car." 
Noble — "What's  the  name  of  it?" 
Erickson — "I    can't   remember,   but   it 

starts  with  T." 

Noble — "Must   be   a    Ford;    all  others 

start  with  gasoline." 

Hayes — "What  are  log  cabins?" 
Miss    Armstrong — "Don't    ask    foolish 
questions." 

Hayes — "They  come  in  tables." 

Somebody — "He  means  log  arithums." 

Voice — "What  a  rustic  atmosphere." 

Slightly  Mixed 

WTe  invited  John  to  join  our  party — 
whose  house  we  had  just  passed. 

On  our  way  we  passed  John's  house — 
who  we  invited  to  join  our  party. 

Mr.  Ball — "Name  some  French  foods." 
Pupil — "French  fried  potatoes." 

News  to  Us 

One-third  of  the  Senators  expire  every 
two  years. 

The  Eighteenth  amendment  was  passed 
prohibiting   prohibition. 

The  Assize  of  Arms  required  that  ev- 
ery man  in  England  own  fighting  equip- 
ment. If  he  was  poor  he  was  dressed  in 
a  steel  cap  or  spear. 

A  keynote  speech  is  a  review  of  the 
future. 


President  Coolidge  went  to  Chicago  to 
address  the  livestock. 

The  Electric  College  chooses  the  Presi- 
dent. 

When  the  House  sits  in  a  committee  of 
the  whole,  the  speaker  leaves  his  chair 
and  sits  on  the  floor. 

Mr.  Up  ham,  (after  Hoyle  has  given  an 
anszuer  that  Carlson  has  failed  to  give) — 
"See,  it  only  takes  a  fraction  of  a  brain 
to  give  an  answer." 

Miss  Kelsey,  (in  geometry) — "In  order 
to  have  a  good  mark  you  must  have  a 
good  figure — one  that  I  can  easily  see." 

Miss  Twombly — "Asnes,  what  is  a  cor- 
poration?" 

Asnes — "A  group  of  men  bound  to- 
gether." 

Miss  Twombly — "By  what?  Irons?" 

Mr.  K  ell  man,  (to  pupils  in  corridor) — 
"You'll  have  to  go  outside  if  you  want 
to  stay  in  here." 

Jest  A  Jest 

It  takes  a  musical  crank  to  play  a  hand 
organ. 

Athlete:  A  dignified  bunch  of  muscles 
unable  to  split  wood  or  sift  ashes. 

The  difference  between  a  violinist  and 
a  fiddler  is  just  about  four  inches  of  hair. 

You  may  be  excused  for  being  blue 
but  never  for  being  green. 

Napoleon  said  that  Hannibal  was  next 
to  the  greatest  general  in  the  world. 

Few  men  are  as  good  as  they  pretend 
to  be.  Well,  what  of  it?  Few  men  want 
to! 

Never  go  into  the  water  after  a  hearty 
meal — you'll  never  find  it  there. 
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The  biggest  crowd  ever  seen  was  in 
front  of  a  grocery  store  watching  a  one- 
armed  clerk  wrap  up  packages  of  cran- 
berries. 

Mat/:  Teacher — "Now,  class,  what  do 
we  mean  when  we  say  that  the  whole  is 
greater  than  any  of  its  parts?" 

Voice — "A  restaurant  doughnut.'" 

Angry  Sophomore — "Brain  him!" 
Senior — "You   can't,   it's   a   Freshman, 
just  tap  it  over  the  head." 

'Twas  in  a  restaurant  they  met, 
Romeo  and  Juliet. 
'Twas  there  he  first  got  into  debt. 
For  Romeowed  what  Juli-et. 

He — "Alas,  he  has  fainted  away." 
She — "Fear  not.     I  will  bring  him  to.'" 
He— "Bring  three.     Til  have  one  my- 
self." 

Mr.  Upham.  (discussifig  citizenship) — 
"If  a  man  moves  from  one  state  to  an- 
other just  before  election,  where  does  he 
vote:" 

Xo  answer  from  class. 

Mr.  Upham — "Well,  Fll  give  a  practi- 
cal example.     Fm  going  to  Vermont — " 

Shorter — "Hooray !" 

(At  the  meeting  of  the  Blue  Stocking 
Club) :  Miss  Dawes — "Boys,  come  over 
here  where  you  can  see  the  Blue  Stock- 
ings." 


Latin  Student — "Caesar  sic  decatim  cle 
curne  gesse  lictum." 

Translating — "Caesar  sicked  the  cat  o:: 
the  cur  and  I  guess  he  licked  him." 

A  youth — a  book 
A  lass— a  look 
Books  neglected 
Flunks  expected. 

Latix 

All  the  people  dead  who  wrote  it: 
All  the  people  dead  who  spoke  it; 
All  the  people  dead  who  learned  it; 
Blessed  death!     They  sure  did  earn  it! 

Teacher,  (in  afternoon  session) — "I 
read  your  themes  over  and  over  and 
try   to  think — " 

Eager  Pupil — "How  I  do  it;" 
Teacher — "Xo.  whv  vou  do  it." 


Shorter,  (in  physics  lab.) — "Where  do 
you  find  the  specific  heat  of  iron?" 

Xoble — "In     the    back    of    the     book. 
Y\  hat  have  you  got  an  appendix  for  any- 


wa\ 
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Eng.      Teacher — "What     other 
name  is  associated  with  that  of  Bacon?' 
Pupil — "Eggs." 


What  No  "Magician"  Can  Do 


Phone 

Number 

Granite 

5000 


HTHE  "  magician  "  can  take  rabbits 
out  of  hats  and  goldfish  out  of 
the  air — 

But   the  Old   Colony    Laundry 

can  take  the  hard  work  and  other 
inconveniences  out  of  washday  for 
mother,  giving  her  more  time  for 
some  sewing  she  hasn't  finished; 
more  time  for  reading  and  talking 
over  with  you  your  schoolday  ex- 
periences. 

Why  not  insist  that  she  call  Granite 
5000  for  some  of  the  "modern 
magic  "  that's  real  and  worth  while. 

Forest  I.  Neal 

"Selected  by  the  Better  Business 
Group  of  Babson  Park" . 


Rain,  Snow  or  Sleet 
The  Yellow  Cab  Always  on  the  Street 
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Quincy  Yellow  Cab  Co. 


GRANITE  0049 


Opposite   Station 


Compliments  of 


Dr.  Nathan  F.  McClure 

207   East   Squantum   St. 
Atlantic 


It  is  the  hope  of  the  Golden-Rod  Staff  that  readers  of 
this  magazine  will  substantially  patronize  advertisers 
who  have  so  willingly  contributed  to  its  support.  Buy 
from     merchants    who     advertise     in     the     Golden-Rod. 
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QUINCY 
SAVINGS   BANK 

ESTABLISHED  1845 

1374  HANCOCK  STREET 


Deposits  $9,614,554.00 
Surplus    $1,059,047.40 


Banking  Hours:  8.30  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M. 

Saturdays 
8.30  A.  M.  to  12  M.  and  7  to  9  P.  M. 


Deposits  Placed  on  Interest 
The  First  of  Each  Month. 


C.  M.  PRICE 


Wholesale 
and  Retail 


Ice  Cream  Manufacturers 


WASHINGTON  SQUARE 
WEYMOUTH 


^HUMPHREY 

Padiantfiiy* 


Snap  Your  Fingers  at  the 
Cold  Snaps 

No  need  to  let  the  cold  snaps  pinch  the 
pleasure  out  of  your  home  life.  You 
can  Radiantfire  real  comfort  wherever 
you  want  it  in  the  home.  All  winter 
you'll  be  glad  to  have  it  supplement  the 
furnace  when  a  cozy  fireside  hour  is 
wanted. 


CITIZENS     GAS    LIGHT    CO. 

7  Granite  Street  Quincy 


SAY! 

BUT  HOW  QUEER  IT  IS,   THAT 
YOU  CAN  CERTAINLY  DO  YOUR 
STUDYING  AFTER  A  GOOD  MEAL 
MADE  FROM  FOY'S  FOODS      :      : 


FOY'S    QUALITY    MARKETS 

FRANKLIN  STREET  -    ADAMS  MARKET 
The  Best  in  Town 


A  TREAT  TO  EAT 
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1|00D  PLACE* 
-TO  BUY- 


QUALITY  MERCHANDISE 

Is  like  a  Good  Education,    it  stands  by  you. 

If  your  buying  is  done  here  we  can  assure  you  of  a 
saving  in  the  extra  service  our  Shoes  and 
Rubbers    will  give. 

Grover  Shoe  for  Women  made  for  over  [60  years 
Heywood  "      "    i*len  "     "       "       "        " 

Bass  "      "    Boys  "     "       "       "        " 

GOLD  SEAL  RUBBER  FOOTWEAR 
Why  have  these  lines  been  made  for  so  many  years? 
"QUALITY"    is  the  Anser 


MOORHEAD'S  SHOE  STORE 


1547  Hancock  St. 


IIIIIIIIIIIMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIMMIMIIIIIIUIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIHUIIIIIIIII'lllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllir 


GRANITE   CITY   PRINT 


printers 


14  MAPLE  STREET         QUINCY 


IIIIIIIIIMIIIMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII 


Tel.  Granite  571 2-M 


QUINCY  VIOLIN  SCHOOL 


FRANCES  GREY  CUNNINGHAM 
Director 


Room  30,  Adams  Building 
Quincy  Square 

Home  Studio : 

156  NEWBURY  AVENUE 

ATLANTIC,  MASS. 


Atlantic  Battery  &  Accessory  Co. 

121  E.  Squantum  St.,  Atlantic 

Phone  Granite  0835- M 


Service  Station 


Auto  Radio 

ELECTRICIANS  RADIOTRICIANS 

Accessories 
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WILLIAM  PATTERSON 

FLORIST 

j                      PIANOS 

PLAYER  -  PIANOS 
VICTROLAS 

STORE 

1434   HANCOCK   ST.                          QUINCY 

i     IIIIIIUIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIillllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII 

Everything   in  Music 

GREENHOUSE 

'    IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIUIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII1IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIU 

92  SO.  CENTRAL  AVE.             WOLLASTON 

;    THE  BEAL  &  McCARTHY  MUSIC  CO. 

Telephones: 

1603  HANCOCK  STREET 

392-W                     392-R 

|                                  QUINCY 

STATIONERY 

GREETING  CARDS                          J 

SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

ARTISTS'  MATERIALS 

QUINCY                                                                      BRIDGEWATER 

KODAKS  and  FILMS 

DEVELOPING  and  PRINTING 

FOUNTAIN  PENS,  ETC.  j 

LUCE  &  COMPANY 
:    DRY  GOODS  and  FURNISHINGS 

—  AT  — 

!                BEST  MERCHANDISE 

Lawrence  Stationery  &  Art  Shop 

AT  REASONABLE  PRICES 

1631  HANCOCK   STREET                   \ 

Quincy,  Mass. 

COOPER'S  INC.    ! 

Granite    St.      cor.     Hancock    St.  ! 
QUINCY 

;          THE 

;                 GREENLEAF 

:                 SWEET  SHOP 

High  Grade  Home  Made 

CANDIES  and  BON  BONS 

Exclusive — But  Not  Expensive 

Our  Line 
MEN'S,   YOUNG  MEN'S 

LADIES',   MISSES 

T.  II.  ANASTOS.  Prop. 

S  M  O  ES    | 

P.  ANASTOS.  Mgrr. 

QUINCY      :     MASS. 

FURNISHINGS 

Tel.  win  Granite 

QUALITY  AT  POPULAR  PRICES            j 
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Quincy  High  School 
Bradford  Library 


Sfemhrandt  Art  anb  (Sift  Btyap 

GIFTS   THAT                        \ 
LAST                                \ 

Class  Rings  a  Specialty                J 

Cards                Imported  Beads 
Mottoes            Stationery 
Pictures            Glassware 

SANDBERG                   i 

Mirrors             Console  Sets 
Candles            Novelities 

THE  JEWELER 

Artificial  Flowers 

1291  HANCOCK  STREET                   ! 

Q.  H.  S.  RINGS 

Framing  of  Pictures  and  Diplomas  a  Specialty 

1440  HANCOCK  ST.        :       QUINCY 

Tel.  Granite  1843 

John  V.  McClure 

COAL 

Light  Groceries 
Ice  Cream,  Confectionery 

and  Tobacco 

Prompt  Deliveries  on  all  grades 

Good,  Clean  Coal 

Franklin  Nut  and  Pea  Mixed 
\                $15  Per  Ton 

203  Squantum  Street,  Atlantic 

i     WOLLASTON  COAL  CO. 

Telephone  Granite  1592-M 

;                         Tel.  Granite  5390 

MERRYMOUNT 
MARKET 

!    JAMES  A.  GAMBLE  &  SONS 

C.  A.  CLAPP.  Prop. 

GROCERIES 

MEAT 

;  Groceries  and  Provisions 

FRUIT 

CANDY 
|                                       TONIC 

1551  HANCOCK  STREET 

TOBACCO 

1  060  Hancock  Street 

QUINCY 

Quincy 
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MARIE    ZITA 

Home  Made  Candies 

Hot  Chocolate  and  Coffee 
Sandwiches  and  Cake 

MARIE  ZITA  FERGUSON 

156  HANCOCK  STREET 

Opp.  Quincy  Theatre 


CORSETS   FOR  YOUNG  GIRLS 

ALSO 

Treo  Girdles  Corselettes 

Brassieres  and  Hosiery 

THE  CORSET  SHOP 


\ 


MISS  S.  E.  dunphy 


Graduate  Corsetiere  Always  in  Attendance 
8  Maple  Street  Quincy,  Mass. 

Telephone  Granite  0893-W 


FOR    YOUR    BICYCLES 
AND  BICYCLE  SERVICE 


GO   TO 


CROUT'S 

50c  allowed  on  your  old  tire  toward  new  ones 

11  COTTAGE  AVE.  QUINCY 

Under  Alpha  Hall 


Compliments  of 


Quincy  Army  Store 

23  School  Street 

and 

1465  Hancock  Street 


With,  an  organisation  of  men  who  Know  their  work-- 
in  a  plant  of  modem  equipment-  we  are  enabled  to  offer 
you  an  efficient  service  ~  and  the  highest  quality"  of* 

PnOtO  ~6NGRA\)lNG 

in  hiHe,-fi%hv>-<foMe-on  color 
DONOVAN  &  SUMalVXN  eNGraWlNG   CO. 

235-  257-  CONGRESS  STlieCT--  BOSTON  MASS. 
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